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f  know  where  your  head  is,  but  I  am  coming  up  to  help  you  find  it*!”  shouted  Old  King  Brady, 
With  the  lantern  in  one  hand  and  his  revolver  in  the  other,  the  old 
detective  went  bounding  up  the  stairs. 
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child  can  thoroughly  understand  them.  Look  over  the  list  as  classified  and  see  if  you  want  to  know  anything  about  the  subject* 
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PALM  ISTRY. 
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No.  26.  HOW  TO  ROW,  SAIL  AND  BUILD  A  BOAT.— Fully 
Illustrated.  Every  boy  should  know  how  to  row  and  sail  a  boat. 
Full  instructions  are  given  in  this  little  book,  together  with  in¬ 
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Containing  the  great  oracle  of  human  destiny ;  also'  the  true  mean¬ 
ing  of  almost  any  kind  of  dreams,  together  with  charms,  ceremonies, 
and  curious  games  of  cards.  A  complete  book. 

No.  23.  HOW  TO  EXPLAIN  DREAMS. — Everybody  dreams, 
from  the  little  child  to  the  aged  man  and  woman.  This  little  book 
■gives  the  explanation  to  all  kinds  of  dreams,  together  with  lucky 
•and  unlucky  days,  and  “Napoleon’s  Oraculum,”  the  book  of  fate. 

No.  28.  HOW  TO  TELL  FORTUNES. — Everyone  is  desirous  of 
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Containing  rules  for  telling  fortunes  by  the  aid  of  lines  of  the  hand, 
or  the  secret  of  palmistry.  Also  the  secret  of  telling  future  events 
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A  handy  and  useful  book. 

No.  34.  HOW  TO  FENCE. — Containing  full  instruction  for 
fencing  and  the  use  of  the  broadsword;  also  instruction  in  archery. 
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No.  22.  HOW  TO  DO  SECOND  SIGHT.— Heller’s  second  sight 
explained  by  his  former  assistant,  Fred  Hunt,  Jr.  Explaining  how 
the  secret  dialogues  were  carried  on  between  the  magician  and  the 
boy  on  the  stage ;  also  giving  all  the  codes  and  signals.  The  only 
authentic  explanation  of  second  sight. 

No.  43.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  MAGICIAN.— Containing  the 
grandest  assortment  of  magical  illusions  ever  placed  before  th« 
public.  Also  tricks  with  cards,  incantations,  etc. 

No.  68.  HOW  TO  DO  CHEMICAL  TRICKS. — Containing  ovei 
one  hundred  highly  amusing  and  instructive  tricks  with  chemical* 
By  A.  Anderson.  Handsomely  illustrated. 

No.  69.  HOW  TO  DO  SLEIGHT  OF  HAND. — Containing  over 
fifty  of  the  latest  and  best  tricks  used  by  magicians.  Also  contain 
ing  the  secret  of  second  sight.  Fully  illustrated.  By  A.  Anderson 

No.  ^0.  HOW  TO  MAKE  MAGIC  TOYS. — Containing  fuL 
directions  for  making  Magic  Toys  and  devices  of  many  kinds.  By 
A.  Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 

No,  73.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH  NUMBERS.— Showing 
many  curious  tricks  with  figures  and  the  magic  of  numbers.  By  A 
Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  <5.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  CONJUROR.  —  Containing 
tricks  with  Dominos,  Dice,  Cups  and  Balls,  Hats,  etc.  Embracing 
thirty-six  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

No.  <8.  HOW  4  0  DO  THE  BLACK  ART. — Containing  a  com 
piete  description  of  the  mysteries  of  Magic  and  Sleight  of  Hand, 
together  with  many  wonderful  experiments.  By  A.  Anderson 
Illustrated. 

MECHANICAL. 

No  29.  HOWr  TO  BECOME  AN  INVENTOR.— Every  boy 
should  know  how  inventions  originated.  This  book  explains  th^tn 
ail,  giving  examples  in  electricity,  hydraulics,  magnetism,  optics 
pneumatics  mechanics  etc.  The  most  instructive  book  published.* 
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The  Mystery  of  Hill  No.  13. 

BY  A  NEW  YORK  DETECTIVE. 


CHAPTER  I. 

A  DEAL  WITH  BULLION  BILL. 

They  were  having  a  high  time  at  Black  Creek. 

Nothing  vicious  about  it — just  fun  and  horse  play,  trials 
of  skill  with  the  rifle,  riding,  etc.,  with  free  drinks  for  every 
one  who  cared  to  calRfor  the  same  at  the  bar  of  the  “  Grub¬ 
stakes^  saloon. 

It  was  “Bullion  Bilks”  treat. 

Bill  had  just  got  back  from  Deadwood,  where  it  was  be¬ 
lieved  that  he  made  a  turn  in  mining  stocks  which  had  net¬ 
ted  him  $40,000. 

Besides  this,  he  had  safely  disposed  of  his  bullion,  and 
was  back  again  at  Black  Creek  ready  to  purchase  more. 

The  “big  fellow,”  with  his  long  black  hair  Hanging  down 
over  his  shoulders  under  the  huge  white  hat,  his  blue  shirt 
and  diamond  stud,  his  long  boots  and  all  the  rest,  formed 
quite  a  picturesque  object  as  he  paced  up  and  down  in  front 
of  the  “Grub-stakes,”  cheering  the  “boys”  on. 

“Good  for  you,  Henry!  You’re  the  best  rider  in  South 
V  Dakota!”  he  shouted,  as  an  athletic  .young  fellow  came 
-  dashing  up  on  a  broncho,  leading  five  others  by  a  head  and 
more. 

“Get  in  and  tank  up,  boys!  All  free  to-night!  In  with 
you  !  Whoop !  Let  her  go !” 

And  Bullion  Bill,  drawing  his  revolver,  began  banging 
away  into  the  air,  just  to  let  off  steam,  so  to  speak. 

He  pretended  to  be  very  drunk — but  he  wasn’t. 

He  had  been  drinking  all  day  out  of  his  own  particular 
bottle,  which  everyone  supposed  contained  whisky — but  it 
didn’t. 

•Bill  owned  the  Grub-stakes,  and  he  also  owned  the  “bar- 
Jccep.” 

BjJJ’b  bottle  contained  cold  tea. 


So  while  the  boys  crowded  into  Bill’s  to  “tank  up,” 
Bill  himself  marched  up  and  down  in  front  of  the  log 
houses  which  were  all  the  buildings  Black  Creek  could 
boast  of. 

The  keepers  of  the  two  stores  and  the  honest  miners  who 
worked  for  the  big  Golden  Dream  Mining  Co.  back  in 
the  hills,  now  in  town  making  their  Saturday  night  pur¬ 
chases,  eyed  him  with  both  fear  and  disgust. 

Fear  because  the  man  owned  every  house  at  the  Creek  and 
all  the  land  for  miles  around. 

It  was  no  matter  of  locating  under  the  mining  law. 

Bullion  Bill  had  bought  the  property  outright,  little  by 
little,  from  its  original  locators. 

The  man  was  a  power  in  that  region.  He  controlled 
everything  outside  the  Golden  Dream. 

But  no  amount  of  prosperity  could  ever  make  a  gentle¬ 
man  out  of  Bill  Lemons. 

He  prided  himself  on  playing  the  rough  and  ready  miner. 

He  gloried  in  his  bad  reputation,  and  his  special  pleasure 
was  getting  other  people  drunk  and  starting  them  gam¬ 
bling  away  their  dust  at  the  Grub-stake. 

Yet  he  never  gambled  himself,  and  seldom  drank  except 
from  his  own  special  bottle. 

Everyone  knew  this. 

Secretly  all  hands  felt  that  Bullion  Bill  was  a  fraud  and 
a  fake,  but  no  one  dared  to  say  so. 

Bill  was  a  dead  shot,  and  as  proud  of  the  men  he  had  put 
out  of  business  as  an  Indian  is  of  the  scalps  he  has  taken. 

And  there  were  other  reasons  why  people  at  Black  Creek 
feared  Bullion  Bill,  which  will  develop  as  our  story  pro¬ 
ceeds. 

The  riding  over,  a  shooting  test  began  by  Bill’s  orders: 

The  mark  was  an  old  plug  hat  hung  from  a  pole,  and  the' 
test  of  skill  was  to  see  bow  many  allots  each  of  the  boys  i 
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the  contest  could  put  into  the  crown  with  the  revolvers  as 
they  went  dashing  by  on  their  horses. 

There  were  ten  in  the  contest,  and  a  twenty  dollar  gold 
piece  was  to  be  the  prize. 

As  the  men  lined  up  on  their  horses*  ready  for  the  start, 
Bill's  attention  was  turned  to  a  young  fellow  who  stood 
by  himself,  watching  these  proceedings. 

He  was  dressed  in  a  suit  which  had  seen  its  best  days, 
his  shoes  were  all  gone,  and  even  the  plug  hat  on  the  pole 
was  better  than  the  one  he  wore. 

“Hyar,  you  stranger,  what's  the  matter  with  you  taking 
a  hand  in?”  bawled  Bill.  “Blame  my  sister's  cats,  but 
you  look  as  though  the  prize  would  come  handy  in  case  it 
should  happen  to  come  your  way.” 

“Everything  is  the  matter,”  replied  the  young  man, 
quietly.  “In  the  first  place,  I  have  no  horse;  in  the  next 
place,  I  have  no  revolver;  besides  that - ” 

“Besides  that  you  can’t  shoot,  I  s’pose?”  sneered  Bill. 
“You’d  better  learn  if  you  mean  to  stop  around  these  parts, 
I’ll  tell  you  that  straight.” 

“I  don’t  know  that  I  shall  stop  here,  mister,”  replied 
the  young  man.  “I’m  just  knocking  about.  -As  for  shoot¬ 
ing,  I  reckon  I' can  hold  my  own  with  any  man  in  4his 
crowd.”  -  -or 

“You  can,  eh?”  1 

“I  said  so.” 

.  “With  me?” 

>  “I  don’t  know  how  you  can  shoot,  mister.  I  never  had 
the  chance  to  find  out.” 

“It’s  a  blamed  lucky  thing  fpr  you  that  you  didn’t,  then. 
What’s  your  name?” 

“Jack  Durand.” 

“Whar  you  from?” 

“I  came  up  from  Cripple  Creek,  but  I  belong  in  Ari¬ 
zona.” 

“Know  anything  about  mining?” 

“I’ve  worked  in  mines  most  all  ‘my  life.  I  ought  to,  I 
think.” 

“Waal,  then,  I  tell  you,  Jack,  you  shall  have  a  trial.  If 
you  can  shoot,  if  you  can  prove  yourself  one  of  the  boys, 
I’ll  take  you  under  my  wing  and  then  your  fortune  is  made. 
Hello,  thar,  Charlie !  Fetch  a  horse  and  let  the  feller  have 
a  chance.  Lively  now!” 

A  horse  was  brought,  and  the  young  man,  springing  into 
the  saddle,  lined  up  with  the  rest  with  one  of  Bill’s  revol¬ 
vers  in  his  hand. 

“Let  her  go!”  shouted  Bill,  firing  in  the  air. 

There  was  a  mad  dash  by  the  leader,  and  in  an  instant 
the  firing  was  on. 

“One  in!”  bawled  Bill.  “Next!  Two  in!  Next!  Skunk! 
Next!  Three  in — one  in — two  in!  Four  in,  b’gosh! 
Skunk!” 

c> :  And  so  it  went. 

It  was  the  young  stranger  who  put  four  shots  in  the 
r'rowii  of  the  hat,  and  his  proved  the  best  score. 

Then  it  was  a  line-up  at  the  Grubstakes’  bar.  Bullion  Bill 
l  rin I . in:1'  hi-  tea  with  the  rest. 
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While  the  others  were  on  their  third  round  Bill  pulled 
out  and  beckoned  to  the  young  man  to  follow  him. 

Leading  the  way  into  a  little  room  which  he  called  his 
office,  and  in  which  as  a  matter  of  fact  he  managed  to  trans¬ 
act  a  good  deal  of  business  in  course  of  the  year,  he  closed 
the  door,  flung  himself  into  an  old  armchair,  lit  a  cigar, 
and  giving  the  young  fellow  another,  eyed  him  steadily  for 
some  moments  without  speaking. 

Jack,”  he  said  then,  “do  you  want  to  make  a  stake?” 
Sure  I  do,  boss,”  was  the  reply.  “Perhaps  you  can  tell 
me  how  it  can  be  done.” 

“Perhaps  I  can.  You  came  tramping  into  this  town  last 
night  and  this  morning  you  applied  to  me  for  help.  I  was 
too  busy  to  talk  to  you  then,  but  I  have  time  enough  now. 
I  do  sometimes  lend  young  fellows  a  helping  hand,  but  in 
return  I  require  a  whole  lot  from  them.  I  can  show  you 
a  way  to  make  five  thousand  dollars  within  the  next  two 
weeks,  but  question  is  can  I  trust  you  ?  That’s  hard  to  tell, 
for  you  are  a  stranger  to  me.” 

“Boss,  if  you’ll  show  me  the  way  to  make  nve  thousand 
dollars  there’s  nothing  in  this  world  I  wouldn’t  do  for  you, 
the  young  man  replied. 

“You  think  you  mean  that,  son,  but  you,  like  others,  may 
change  your  mind.” 

You’ll  find  me  straight.” 

Once  in  with  me  it’s  stay  in  or  get  out  of  this  hyar  town. 
I  want  you  to  understand  that.” 

“I  don’t  quite  understand,  I  think.”' 

“What  I  mean  is  that  I  don’t  allow  no  has-beens  to 
hang  around  hyar.  Boys  who  have  worked  for  me  can’t 
pull  up  stakes  and  hire  out  elsewhere,  not  in  this  region. 
You  can  go  away  altogether,  of  course;  that’s  different.” 

“That’s  all  right,  then.  What’s  the  business?” 

“I  buy  bullion.” 

“So  I  hear.” 

“It’s  tin's  way:  there  are  a  dozen  small  mills  around  these 
hills  running  from  five  to  ten  stamps  each;  then  there  are 
the  bigger  mills  of  the  Golden  Dream — they  are  scattered 
over  a  district  of  about  fifty  miles’  radius.  I  buy  their 
bullion,  too.” 

“I  should  think  they  would  handle  it  themselves.” 

“Son,  they  can’t.  We  are  miles  from  any  railroad  hyar, 
and  nobody  seems  to  care  to  build  one  over  this  rough  coun¬ 
try.  To  ride  bullion  to  Dead  wood  is  dangerous  business. 
Lots  have  lost  their  lives  trying  it,  to  say  nothing  of  their 
bullion.  Now  they  don’t  try  it.  Bullion  Bill  attends  to  all 
that.  I  have  my  big  mule  teams,  and  T  have  my  men.*  T 
employ  upwards  of  a  hundred  and  fifty.  We  ride  the  bul¬ 
lion,  and  we  never  get  attacked.  T  buy  for  cash  and  sell 
for  cash.  My  percentage  isn’t  such  a  heavy  tax  on  the 
miners.  Even  the  Golden  Dream  people  pay  it.  They  have 
to!  Ha,  ha,  ha!” 

“But  this  big  pay  you  promise — where  does  it  come 
in?  Not  in  driving  a  mule  team,  surely.” 

“Certainly  not.  My  boys  get  good  pay  for  that,  too.  It's 
straight,  honest  work,  but  there  is  some  work  done  which 
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Bullion  Bill  paused,  struck  a  match,  touched  it  to  his 
cigar,  and  took  a  fresh  light,  at  the  same  time  fixing  his 
little  eyes  upon  young  Durand. 

“You  mean  that  there  is  some  work  to  be  done  which  isn’t 
quite  so  honest,"  the  young  man  replied,  with  perfect  calm¬ 
ness. 

‘‘I  didn't  say  so,” 

“But  that  is  what  you  meant.” 

“Suppose  1  did.  Would  it  faze  you?” 

“Not  much.” 

“Then  you  are  the  sort  I  want.” 

“All  right;  and  you  are  the  man  I  want  to  get  next  to, 
providing  the  deal  is  safe.” 

“Oh,  it’s  safe  enough.  Say,  I’d  like  to  see  the  man  who 
would  dare  to  fool  with  me.  Know  who’s  sheriff  of  this 
hyar  county?” 

“I  don’t.  I’m  a  stranger  here.” 

“Then  you  see  him.” 

“You!” 

“Ah,  ha!” 

“All  right,  boss.  I’m  your  man.” 

“Very  good.  Where  are  you  stopping?” 

“I  stopped  in  a  room  over  Barnes’  saloon  last  night.” 

“Stay  there.  To-morrow  night  at  nine  o’clock  you  report 
at  the  Diller  Ranch.  That’s  a  desert  hut  near  Mill  No.  13, 
on  the  Golden  Dream.” 

“How  do  I  get  to  it?” 

“You  will  look  up  for  yourself  during  the  day  and  locate 
the  place,  so  that  you  can  find  it  again  at  night.  I  want 
you  to  come  back  hyar  to  your  supper.  I  want  you  to  show 
yourself  on  the  street  early  in  the  evening,  and  of  course  I 
don’t  want  you  to  tell  a  blamed  soul  where  you  are  going. 
You  may  mention  that  you  have  engaged  with  me  if  you 
wish,  but  don’t  say  any  more — see?” 

“I  understand.” 

“Now  one  word  more.  If  you  have  any  notion  of  going 
back  on  this  you  want  to  light  right  out  to-night  and  never 
show  yourself  around  these  parts  again.” 

“I  shan’t  go  back  on  you,  boss.” 

“Good!  Now  we  are  through.  Get  out  and  join  the 
boys.” 

Young  Durand  left  the  room  then,  and  after  a  little 
he  slipped  out  of  the-' saloon  and  wandered  out  of  town 
among  the  hills. 

He  walked  slowly,  and  from  time  to  time  looked  behind 
him  with  the  air  of  a  man  who  was  afraid  of  being  fol¬ 
lowed. 

At  last,  having  passed  down  into  a  wooded  valley  through 
which  a  stream  ran,  he  quickened  his  steps  and  pushed  on 
until  he  came  in  sight  of  a  large  frame  building  standing 
against  the  hill  on  the  other  side  of  the  creek. 

That  this  was  a  quartz-mill  was  evident  from  the  long 
or<-  runway  which  extended  back  to  the  tunnel  against  the 
hilh 

'I  he  place  wore  an  air  of  complete  desertion. 

Painted  on  the  front  were  the  figures  13. 

'1  he  wa.-  ibe  hoodoo  mill  of  the  Golden  Dream. 


For  a  year  and  more  it  had  been  closed,  and  not  for  any 
amount  of  pay  could  men  be  found  to  work  there. 

Considering  his  supposed  ignorance  of  the  country  there¬ 
abouts,  young  Durand  certainly  seemed  to  know  very  well 
how  to  get  to  Mill  No.  13. 


CHAPTER  II. 

i 

THE  BRADYS  GET  DOWN  TO  BUSINESS. 

Having  reached  Mill  No.  13,  young  Durand,  without 
making  any  attempt  to  enter  the  place,  sat  down  on  a 
stone  and  waited  for  a  good  half  hour. 

He  neither  moved  nor  uttered  a  sound. 

’  He  seemed  like  a  cat  watching  a  rat-hole. 

His  eyes  wrere  fixed  upon  the  closed  door  of  the  mill  and 
the  shuttered  window  above. 

But  if  he  was  watching  for  anything  to  happen  in  or 
about  the  building  he  was  doomed  to  disappointment,  for 
nothing  occurred. 

The  shadows  of  evening  were  now  falling,  and  it  was 
growing  decidedly  cool. 

“I  must  get  a  move  on,”  Durand  muttered. 

“It  can’t  be  possible  that  I  have  been  observed.  I  surely 
would  have  seen  or  heard  something.  Perhaps,  after  all, 
there  is  to  be  nothing  doing  to-night.  I  don’t  know  whether 
to  start  in  to  explore  the  mill  or  not.” 

He  arose  and  paced  up  and  down  before  the  door. 

He  seemed  rather  to  court  observation  than  to  make  any 
attempt  to  hide  himself,  and  yet  he  had  not  obeyed  the 
orders  of  Bullion  Bill,  and  he  knew  Horn  what  he  had 
heard  from  others  besides  the  magnate  of  Black  Creek  that 
to  disobey  orders  might  mean  death. 

Thus  it  would  seem  that  the  young  man  had  very  im¬ 
portant  reasons  for  acting  as  he  did. 

At  last  his  patience  was  rewarded. 

Suddenly  a  low  whistle  rang  out  among  the  trees. 

It  was  a  very  peculiar  sound,  and  might  easily  have  been 
mistaken  for  the  note  of  some  whistling  bird. 

Instantly  the  young  man  whistled  in  a  similar  way,  but 
at  the  end  struck  a  different  note. 

A  rustling  was  then  heard  among  the  bushes,  and  in  a 
minute  an  old  man  stepped  out  into  view  whose  personal 
appearance  would  have  attracted  attention  in  a  crowded 
city  street,  and  he  looked  even  more  out  of  place  here  in 
this  lonely  spot  among  the  Black  Hills. 

He  was  tall  and  not  over-stout,  standing  as  straight  as 
an  arrow. 

He  wore  a  long  blue  coat  of  peculiar  cut,  with  brass  but¬ 
tons  down  the  front. 

Upon  his  head  was  an  old  white  hat  with  a  brim  even 
broader  than  the  one  worn  by  Bullion  Bill. 

Instead  of  a  modern  collar  and  tie,  his  was  an  old-fash¬ 
ioned  “stock,”  style  of  1840,  with  a  stand-up  collar  having 
long  points  sticking  straight  out  from  his  chin. 
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And  all  this  gave  the  old  man  a  back-number  appearance 
which  might  well  cause  anyone  to  mistake  him  for  a  crank 
of  some  description. 

Nothing  could  be  further  from  the  truth. 

This  man  was  none  other  than  the  world-famous  detective 
— Old  King  Brady. 

That  young  “Durand”  was  none  other  than  Yroung 
King  Brady,  partner  and  pupil  of  the  old  detective,  need 
scarcely  be  said. 

“So  you  have  come  at  last,  Governor,”  Harry  remarked 
in  a  low  tone,  audible  enough  to  Old  King  Brady,  but 
which  could  scarcely  have  been  heard  at  the  mill. 

“I  cWe  as  soon  as  I  could,  Harry,”  was  the  reply.  “I 
didn’t  know  that  we  had  fixed  upon  any  special  time.  I 
told  you  I  would  be  here  just  before  dark.” 

“That’s  right.  I  am  tired  of  waiting  and  so  got  impa¬ 
tient.  Well,  what’s  the  news?” 

“None  with  me.  I’ve  been  lying  low.  I  have  depended 
upon  you  for  news.” 

“I  can't  give  you  much.  I’m  engaged.*  That’s  about 
all.”  ,  i 

“And  that  is  the  whole  thing.  Have  any  trouble?” 

“Well,  no.  I  asked  Bullion  Bill  for  a  job,  but  he  turned 
me  right  down  and  I  thought  that  was  going  to  be  the  end 
of  it.” 

“But  wasn’t,  though.” 

’  “Not  at  all.  I  hung  around,  he  was  whooping  things  up 
>11  day.  He  pretended  to  be  drunk,  and  he  got  everyone 
<dke  drunk,  but  I  am  satisfied  that  not  a  drop  of  liquor 
passed  his  lips.” 

“How  did  he  manage?” 

“Used  his  own  special  bottle  at  each  round.” 

“Humph!  Cold  tea,  I  suppose.” 

“I  suppose.  They  were  shooting  at  a  hat,  and  he  sud¬ 
denly  asked  me  to  join  in.” 

“And  you  did,  and  with  what  success?” 

“I  put  four  shots  into  the  hat  riding,  which  was  Qne 
better  than  anyone  else,  and  that  brought  me  a  twenty- 
dollar  goldpiece — the  prize.” 

“And  put  you  into  Bill’s  good  graces.” 

“At  once.  He  called  me  into  his  private  office  and  put 
me  through  a  course  of  questioning,  which  I  daresay  he 
considered  very  thorough.” 

“Such  people  are  always  as  blind  as  bats  if  you  only  let 
them  think  they  are  running  things,  Harry;  but  once 
you  butt  up  against  them  they  become  as  keen  as  hawks.” 

“I  suppose  there  is  no  doubt  about  this  man’s  ability, 

'  Governor.” 

“Not  the  least.  Tie  is  not  at  all  what  he  pretends  to  be, 
but  an  educated  man  in  his  own  way.  1  understand  that  he 
once  practiced  law  somewhere  in  the  Southwest.” 

“Verv  likely.  He  can  talk  all  right.  Now,  Governor, 
explain  this  mystery.  When  1  got  back  from  Richmond 

k'and  struck  the  office  T  found  your  letter  telling  me  that 
r. lion  had  started  for  the  Black  Hills  and  directing  me  to  go 
L  ii  gui  e  i"  Black  Creek  and  I  nd  work  in  with  flu’s 


here  to-night,  and  here  I  am  without  the  least  idea  what 
it  is  all  about  excepting  in  a  general  way.” 

“And  the  general  way  covers  the  ground,  Harry.  This 
man  stands  in  the  road  of  all  progress  here.  He  has  done 
everything  in  his  power  to  prevent  the  building  of  a  branch 
railroad  in  from  Deadwood  to  tap  this  region,  and  has  suc¬ 
ceeded.  He  levies  a  heavy  tax  on  all  mills  which  are  forced 
to  sell  him  their  bullion  at  a  big  discount,  for  the  reason 
that  no  wagon  sent  direct  by  the  mill  owners  ever  gets 
through  to  Deadwood.  The  attack  always  comes  and  the 
drivers  are  slaughtered  by  masked  men,  the  bullion  is 
taken,  the  wagons  destroyed  and  the  mules  or  horses  stam¬ 
peded,  but  never  stolen,  which  marks  the  shrewdness  of  the 
man.” 

“And  they  believe  this  to  be  the  work  of  Bullion  Bill?” 

“The  Golden  Dream  people  so  believe;  there  are  others 
who  doubt  it.  As  for  Bill  himself,  he  has  ever  been  the 
most  active  in  trying  to  catch  these  thieves,  or  in  pretend¬ 
ing  to  do  so,  at  least.” 

“Are  his  trains  never  attacked?” 

“On  the  contrary,  they  have  frequently  been  attacked, 
according  to  the  testimony  of  Bill  and  his  men;  but  this 
bullion  buyer  always  comes  out  victorious,  and  the  strange 
part  of  it  is  that  none  of  the  attacking  party  are  ever 
captured  or  even  killed.” 

“And  what  do  you  think  about  it,  Governor?” 

“I  am  not  prepared  to  say.  I  have  no  real  proof  that  the 
man  is  a  crook.  We  have  been  engaged  by  the  Golden 
Dream  people  to  clear  away  the  mystery  which  hangs  over 
this  mill  and  incidentally  to  look  into  Mr.  Bullion  Bill  and 
learn  a.  little  more  about  his  methods.  That's  the  job, 
Harry,  and  we  want  to  knuckle  down  to  it  as  quick  as  ever 
we  can.  I  have  been  prowling  about  for  a  week  and  have 
not  been  able  to  put  my  finger  on  a  single  thing  to  indicate 
that  Bullion  Bill  is  actually  a  criminal  or  even  that  he  is 
engaged  in  crooked  business  now.” 

“Then  I  have  been  more  fortunate  than  you.  Governor, 
for  I  have.” 

“You  have !” 

“Yes.” 

“What?” 

“He  offers  me  five  thousand  dollars  within  a  few  weeks 
to  do  something  for  him.” 

“Is  that  so  !  What  is  it?” 

“He  did  not  state,  but  he  practically  admitted  that  it 
was  crooked  work.” 

“It’s  a  good  start.  When  are  you  to  know  more  about 
it?” 

“I  am  to  meet  him  to-morrow  night  at  a  place  called  the 
Hiller  Ranch,  some  deserted  hut  near  here.  I  haven't  had 
time  to  look  it  up  yet.” 

“It's  right  here,  just  a  little  way  back  from  the  mill.” 

“And  that's  the  end  of  my  story.  Governor.  Now.  what 
about  this  mill  and  the  mystery  which  hangs  over  it?  T 

haven’t  dared  to  talk  much.  I  see  the  place  is  closed  up _ 

why  ?” 
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“Ah,  ha!” 

“Every  miner  in  the  neighborhood  believes  it.  Strange 
stories  are  told  of  a  woman  in  white  with  a  bloody  stain 
over  the  heart  seen  here.  The  plant  is  an  expensive  one, 
and  the  Golden  Dream  people  are  very  loath  to  pull  it  to 
pieces.  It  has  now  been  idle  for  over  a  year.” 

“And  can  no  clew  to  the  mystery  be  discovered?” 

“It  would  seem Every  effort  has  been  made  to  solve 
the  mystery,  so  they  say.”  yi/f  ’T 

“Is  the  Golden  Dream  far  from  here?” 

“Mill  No.  1  is  about  five  miles  away — that's  headquar¬ 
ters.  You  see,  the  company  owns  a  large  tract  of  moun¬ 
tain  land  and  they  use  tunneling  exclusively,  building  a 
mill  in  connection  with  each  tunnel.  There  are  twenty 
of  them  altogether.  The  fact  that  this  one  was  No.  13  is 
unfortunate,  for  it  only  makes  the  miners  more  supersti¬ 
tious  about  the  place.” 

“And  I  suppose  your  scheme  is  for  us  to  interview  the 
ghost  to-night  ?” 

“That's  it,  Harry.  We  can  do-nothing  until  we  know 
the  whole  story,  and  there  is  nothing  like  seeing  for 
oneself.” 

“That’s  the  talk.” 

“Been  here  long?” 

“About  half  an  hour.” 

“Seen  or  heard  anything  suspicious  in  that  time?” 

“Not  a  thing.  It  has  been  as  quiet  as  a  graveyard.  I 
was  just  beginning  to  get  the  horrors  when  you  came.” 

“All  right.  How  long  can  you  stopjhere?” 

“Well,  Governor,  I  am  running  a  risk  in  being  here  at 
all.  Suppose  Bill  starts  to  look  me  up  and  finds  me  miss¬ 
ing?” 

“You  will  have  to  report  that  you  have  been  lost  in  the 
woods.” 

r  “That's  what;  I  intend  to  do  so.  Might  as  well  be  hung 
for  an  old  sheep  as  a  lamb,  so  perhaps  I  had  better  be  lost 
all  night.” 

“I  think  you  had,  but  you  must  not  go  into  the  mill 
dressed  as  you  are  now.” 

“Think  so?  I  may  have  been  observed  already.” 

“You  don’t  think  that?” 

“No,  I  don’t.” 

“We’ll  take  the  chance  and  make  the  change.  You  have 
everything  with  you?” 

“Oh,  yes.  I  am  fully  prepared.” 

“The  sooner  the  better,  then,  and  we  will  get  inside  and 
make  a  thorough  examination  of  this  mill.” 

Young  King  Brady  then  stepped  back  among  the  bushes, 
for  if  anyone  was  watching  he  did  not  care  to  have  them  see 
him  make  the  change. 

Tn  a  moment  he  emerged  from  his  concealment  an  en¬ 
tirely  different  looking  person. 

There  were  no  more  rags  now. 

With  the  exception  of  his  shoes,  Harry  presented  an 
up-to-date  appearance  in  every  particular. 

All  this  was  easy,  for  the  Bradys  have  methods  of  their 
07,7;  which  enable  them  to  make  these  lightning  changes. 
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Shoes,  however,  are  not  so  easily  changed;  but  Harry’s 
were  not  so  noticeable,  as  he  wore  his  trousers  long. 

“How  do  we  get  in?”  he  asked. 

“I  have  a  key  to  the  runway  door,”  replied  Old  Ling 
Brady.  “That  is  our  way.” 

They  climbed  the  hill  against  which  No.  13  was  built. 

Pausing  a  moment  to  peer  into  the  dark  tunnel,  they 
started  along  the  track  of  the  runway  and  came  to  the  door 
in  the  upper  part  of  the  mill  where  the  cars  passed  through 
with  their  precious  load. 

“Look  out  we  don’t  fall  down  into  the  ore  crushers,”  said 
Harry.  “Shall  1  get  my  lantern  out?” 

“I  think  you  had  better,”  replied  the  old  detective.  “I 
have  had  the  place  fully  described  to  me.  There  is  a  stairs 
here  somewhere.  It  is  safe  enough  if  we  take  reasonable 
care.” 

Opening  the  door  with  his  key,  Old  King  Brady  stood 
aside  and  allowed  Harry  to  flash  his  light  in. 

Looking  down  into  the  dark  opening  where  the  cars 
dumped  the  ore  was  like  looking  into  the  bottomless  pit. 

At  the  right  was  a  ladder  leading  down  into  the  mill. 

“This  is  what  they  must  have  meant  by  the  stairs,” 
grumbled  Old  King  Brady.  “Bather  steep,  but  they  will 
take  us  where  we  want  to  go,  I  suppose.  Lead  on,  Harry. 
I  am  moving  slow.” 

They  descended  to  the  upper  floor  of  the  mill,  where 
there  was  a  staircase  leading  down  into  the  stamping-room. 

“Here  we  are,”  said  Old  King  Brady;  “and  now  to 
make  a  thorough  examination  of  this  place.  If  there  are 
any  ghosts  lying  around  loose  we  must  lasso  them,  at  all 
events  we  are  here  to  solve  the  mystery  of  Mill  No.  13.* 


CHAPTER  III. 

THE  GHOSTS  OF  MILL  NO.  13. 

The  upper  floor  of  Mill  No.  13  presented  nothing  un¬ 
usual. 

There  was  the  shafting,  the  assay  and  superintendent’s 
rooms  and  three  larger  rooms  provided  with  several  cot- 
beds  for  use  of  the  hands. 

Everything  was  in  perfect  order. 

So  much  afraid  of  ghosts  were  the  people  of  the  neigh¬ 
borhood  that  they  would  not  even  come  inside  to  rob,  so  it 
would  seem. 

Downstairs  it  was  the  Same. 

The  Bradys  visited  the  stamproom,  engine-room,  labora¬ 
tory,  etc.,  taking  in  everything  and  examining  all  with  the 
greatest  of  care. 

The  machinery  was  not  in  such  bad  condition,  having 
been  carefully  greased  to  protect  it  against  rust. 

Tn  the  laboratory  there  was  a  clean-up  of  mine  cupels 
lying  on  the  bench,  each  with  its  golden  button,  waiting 
for  the  weigher;  hut  the  expensive  scales  under  the  glass 
ease  had  waited  long  in  vain  for  a  hand  to  do  the  work. 
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“This,  1  believe,  is  the  room  where  the  ghost  generally 
starts  business/’  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Suppose  we  set¬ 
tle  down  here  for  our  wait?” 

“Anything  you  say,  Governor,”  replied  Harry.  “I  am 
getting  very  curious  about  that  ghost.” 

“What  do  you  say  to  lighting  up?” 

“It  would  attract  attention.” 

“x\nd  might  bring  some  of  Bullion  Bill’s  slick  watchers 
around.” 

“That  was  the  thought  which  was  in  my  mind.” 

“On  the  other  hand,  if  we  don’t  hang  out  our  sign,  how 
is  anyone  to  know  that  we  are  here  and  ready  for  business.” 

“That’s  right,  too.  I’d  say  light,  only  I  am  afraid  it  may 
spoil  my  usefulness  with  Bullion  Bill  later  on.” 

“There  is  something  in  that.  I  think  w7e  will  try  it  just 
with  our  dark-lantern.  We  will  put  it  here  on  the  bench 
where  it  can  be  seen  out  of  the  window;  that  should  be  bait 
enough.” 

Harry  so  placed  his  lantern  and  stood  by  the  bench  for 
awhile  examining  a  number  of  ore  samples  lying  on  papers, 
each  marked  with  a  location  from  which  the  ore  had  been 

taken. 

t  '  '  M  Y  ty*J 

“This  ore  doesn’t  seem  to  be  particularly  rich,  .  Gover¬ 
nor,”  he  at  length  remarked. 

“No,”  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “I  understand  that  the 
ores  of  this  region  are  generally  low  grade.  It  is  the  im¬ 
mense  quantity  in  which  they  occur  that  makes  the  value. 
By  modern  processes  they  are  able  to  work  these  low-grade 
ores  to  a  large  profit.” 

“Same  as  at  the  famous  Homestake  mine  at  Lead  City.” 

“Exactly.  The  Homestake  cost  its  original  investors  a 
thousand  dollars.  In  twenty-five  years  over  seventy-five 
million  dollars  have  been  taken  out,  and  dividends  have 
been  paid  every  month.” 

“So  I  have  heard.  And  these  people  could  do  the  same 
thing?” 

“I  am  not  setting  myself  up  as  a  judge  of  ore,  Harry. 
If  any  such  fortune  as  that  existed  here,  I  fancy  the  Golden 
Dream  people  would  long  ago  have  found  some  way  of 
laying  the  ghosts  of  Mill  No.  13.” 

The  detectives  now  sat  down  to  smoke  and  they  continued 
their  talk  for  some  time. 

Old  King  Brady  then  declaring  that  he  had  not  had  a 
good  night’s  sleep  in  a  week,  threw  himself  upon  a  lounge 
in  the  corner  and  Harry  remained  on  the  watch  alone. 

It  was  dreary  work. 

Several  times  it  seemed  to  him  that  he  could  hear  foot¬ 
steps  outside  in  the  stamping-room,  and  just  as  often  he 
went  out  with  the  lantern  to  see  what  the  sounds  meant, 
but  only  to  meet  with  failure. 

Ten  o’clock  came  and  Old  King  Brady  was  still  asleep, 
when  suddenly  there  was  something  doing  in  good  earnest. 

Tlarrv  had  placed  the  lantern  on  the  bench  in  the  labora¬ 
tory  and  was  standing  leaning  upon  it  reading  an  old  news¬ 
paper  which  he  had  picked  up,  when  he  suddenly  heard  a 

Iuh-lIi  rnunirif*  vnino  hntlind  hi  111  exclaim  * 


“Good-evening, 'friend.  I  am  sorry  to  disturb  you,  but 
can  you  tell  me  where  I  left  my  head?” 

Cold  chills  shot  down  Young  King  Brady’s  spine,  his 
heart  seemed  to  stand  still  as  he  faced  about. 

There  was  nothing  to  be  seen. 

The  door  leading  out  into  the  stamping-room,  which  be 
had  closed,  was  still  closed. 

“Who  spoke?”  cried  Harry,  and  as  he  said  it  Old  King 
•Brady  sprang  to  his  feet. 

“What’s  doing?”  he  exclaimed,  in  a  whisper.  “Did  I 
dream  it  or  did  I  hear  a  strange  voice?” 

“It  was  no  dream.  Governor!  The  fun  has  begun.  We 
want  to  get  a  move  on  now.” 

“What  was  it?  What  was  said?  What  did  you  see?” 

“I  saw  nothing.  I  was  reading  the  paper  here  when 
somebody  called  out  ‘good-evening,’  and  wanted  to  know  if 
I  knew  where  he  had  left  his  head !” 

“Ho  !”  exclaimed  Old  King  Brady.  “The  headless  man  ! 
He’s  one  of  the  ghosts.” 

“Is  he,  indeed !  You  neglected  to  mention  the  party.  I 
understood  you  to  say  that  it  was  a  beautiful  young  lady 
with  whom  we  had  to  deal.” 

“There  is  a.  headless  man,  too.  He  is  the  ghost  who  wras 
most  effectual  in  scaring  off  the  miners  and  mill  men.  It 
was  too  ridiculous  even  to  consider.  I  thought  it  a  mere 
invention,  and  so  did  not  mention  it.” 

“But  we  are  up  against  it  now,  and  it  must  be  investi¬ 
gated  all  the  same.” 

“Decidedly.  Let  jis  go  right  at  it.  Come  J” 

Old  King  Brady  seized  the  dark-lantern  and  strode  to¬ 
ward  the  door. 

Harry,  drawing  his  revolver,  followed. 

But  the  stamping-room  was  exactly  as  they  had  last  seen 
it. 

Not  until  they  reached  the  foot  of  the  stairs  was  there 
anything  doing,  and  then  all  in  an  instant  they  were  startled 
by  a  flash  of  light  from  above. 

“Hold  on!”  breathed  Old  King  Brady.  “We  are  up 
against  it  now.” 

They  waited,  silent  and  breathless. 

The  light  seemed  to  flash  through  the  different  room* 
above,  and  yet  they  could  only  catch  its  reflection  on  the 
wall. 

Suddenly  it  grew  brighter  and  remained  stationary,  and 
then  all  at  once  a  tall  figure  stood  at  the  head  of  the  stairs. 

It  was  a  man  dressed  in  black  clothes. 

1  he  figure  was  perfect,  except  for  the  head. 

They  could  see  the  collar  and  tie,  but  the  space  above  wa« 
vacant. 

Then  at  the  same  instant  the  voice  was  heard  again. 

“Good-evening,  friends.  Pardon  me  for  disturbing  you. 
but  can  you  tell  me  where  T  have  left  my  head?” 

It  was  startling,  of  course;  but  the  Bradys  are  well  used 
to  this  sort  of  thing. 

Not  a  doubt  existed  in  the  mind  of  either  of  the  deteo- 
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“1  don't  know  where  your  head  is,  but  I  am  coming  up 
to  help  you  find  it !"  shouted  Old  King  Brady. 

With  the  lantern  in  one  hand  and  his  revolver  in  the 
other  the  old  detective  went  bounding  up  the  stairs. 

The  ghost  vanished  like  a  shot  and  the  light  went  with 
him. 

The  Bradys  made  the  rounds  of  the  upper  floor  again, 
but  without  discovering  anything  to  explain  what  they  had 
seen. 

“Come !  this  beats  the  band !”  exclaimed  Harry.  “What 
about  it  now?” 

“Fraud!”  said  Old  King  Brady,  emphatically. 

“Of  course,  but  how  is  it  done?” 

“Secret  passages.” 

“I  haven’t  the 'least  doubt  of  that,  but  how  about  the 

head  ?” 

“There  wasn’t  any  head.  The  gentleman  was  looking 
for  it,  as  I  understand  the  case.” 

“  Pshaw,  Governor !  Give  us  an  explanation ;  a  theory, 
anyhow.” 

“A  black  c^oth  pulled  over  the  head  and  carefully  tucked 
in  under  the  cellar  would  produce  just  such  an  appearance, 
Harry.” 

“But  would  it  now?” 

“Of  course  it  would.  Stop  and  think.” 

“But  the  light  would  have  shown  the  deception.” 

“Nothing  of  the  sort.  That  is  just  where  you  were  not 
observant.” 

“How  do  you  mean?” 

“Why,  the  light  which  was  flashed  everywhere  before  we 
saw  the  ghost  was  very  carefully  confined  to  the  floor  after 
he  put  in  an  appearance.  Up  above  where  his  head  should 
have  been,  and  was,  of  course,  was  entirely  thrown  into  the 
shadow.  I  tell  you  it  is  easily  enough  explained.” 

But  Harry  was  still  doubtful  and  they  were  yet  deep  in 
cheir  discussion,  when  a  piercing  scream  rang  out  from 
below. 

“No.  2 !”  cried  Old  King' Brady.  “That’s  the  young  lady 
with  the  bleeding  heart.” 

“Heavens !  It  is  enough  to  give  one  the  horrors !  Shall 
we  go  down?” 

,  “  Hold  on !  You  are  getting  superstitious.” 

“No,  I’m  not.” 

“■You  are.  Stop  it.  Wait  now.  Let  her  sing  out  again.” 

Perhaps  Old  King  Brady’s  remark  had  been  heard. 

At  all  events  at  that  very  instant  a  woman’s  voice  started 
singing  below. 

The  song  wa3  low  and  plaintive,  but  the  voice  was  firm 
and  carried  the  air  well.  The  words  of  the  song  could  not 
be  distinguished  from  where  the  detectives  stood. 

“Downstairs  with  you,  Harry!”  Old  King  Brady  whis¬ 
pered.  “Softly,  now !  Just  as  softly  as  you  can !” 

They  sneaked  down  halfway,  where  they  could  obtain  a 
view  of  the  stamping-room  and  the  laboratory  door. 

There  -food  the  “ghost”  directly  in  the  doorway ! 

The  figure  this  time  was  that  of  a  young  girl  with  long 
black  hair  hanging  down  over  the  shoulders  of  the  -loose 


white  dress  she  wore.  Upon  the  left  side,  directly  over  the 
heart,  was  a  red  splash  like  a  stain  of  fresh  blood. 

She  did  not  appear  to  look  at  the  detectives,  her  eyes 
were  raised  and  her  head  thrown  back. 

Now  the  words  of  her  song  could  be  heard,  but  not  under¬ 
stood. 

She  was  singing  in  some  foreign  tongue. 

“Forward  !”  breathed  Old  King  Brady.  “Let  us  see  how 
near  we  can  get  to  her.” 

But  he  got  nowhere,  for  the  instant  he  began  to  descend 
the  figure  vanished. 

There  was  no  light  this  time  except  such  as  came  from 
the  detectives’  lanterns. 

Whether  the  girl  backed  into  the  laboratory  or  glided 
in  among  the  machinery  it  was  impossible  to  tell,  but  at  all 
events  the  Bradys  could  discover  no  trace  of  her  when  they 
got  down  to  the  floor  below,  although  they  searched  every¬ 
where. 

“I  guess  the  show  is  over  for  the  night,”  remarked  Old 
King  Brady,  after  they  had  waited  more  than  an  hour  in 
the  stamping-room  and  the  laboratory. 

“They  haven’t  scared  us  off,  however,”  said  Harry. 
“When  they  see  that,  like  enough  they  will  try  again. 
Shall  we  pull  out  or  shall  we  wait?” 

“We  may  as  well  wait.  Neither  of  us  can  find  our  way 
around  among  these  hills  in  the  dark.  Just  as  soon  as  it  is 
daylight  you  had  better  skin  out  and  get  back  to  Black 
I  Creek.” 

“And  you?” 

“I  shall  remain  in  this  neighborhood  for  a  day  or  two. 
I  shall  want  to  get  a  report  of  your  doings,  of  course.  Be¬ 
sides,  I  want  to  see  how  this  place  looks  by  daylight ;  mean¬ 
while  you  better  take  your  turn  on  the  lounge  while  I 
stand  watch.” 

This  plan  was  carried  out  and  the  Bradys  put  in  the  bal¬ 
ance  of  the  night  in  Mill  No.  13. 

They  saw  no  more  ghosts,  but  along  toward  four  o’clock 
Harry  was  awakened  by  the  sound  of  a  thunderous  knock¬ 
ing  upstairs. 

It  was  as  if  men  were  pounding  on  the  floor  with  heavy 
hammers,  and  the  whole  building  shook. 

The  moment  the  detectives  started  upstairs  to  investi¬ 
gate,  the  sounds  ceased,  and  when  they  reached  the  floor 
above  they  could  discover  nothing. 

Such  was  the  troublous  night  which  the  Bradys  put  in 
at  Mill  No.  13. 

Next  morning  Harry  started  for  Black  Creek. 

Through  the  window  he  was  able  to  crawl  into  his  room 
behind  the  saloon  where  he  had  secured  lodgings,  and 
when  the  bartender  came  in  at  eight  *o’clock*to  awaken  him 
Harry  was  not  only  in  bed,  but  actually  asleep. 

The  bartender,  a  pleasant  young  man,  did  not  appear  to 
have  the  slightest  suspicion  that  he  had  not  been  in  bed  all 
night,  for  one  could  get  into  the  corridor  off  of  which  the 
lodging-rooms  opened  without  entering  the«saloon  at-all. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

HARRY  INITIATED  INTO  BULLION  BILl/S  BAND. 

t 

That  Old  King  Brady  had  undertaken  a  most  dangerous 
task  Harry  felt  convinced  as  he  thought  over  the  events  of 

%j  o 

the  night. 

The  thing  which  worried  him  most  was  the  fear  that  he 
had  been  seen  and  recognized  by  some  of  the  agents  of 
Bullion  Bill,  but  when,  after  breakfast,  he  met  the  King 
of  Black  Creek  on  the  street  he  was  particularly  pleasant  to 
him,  although  he  only  stopped  to  speak  a  few  words. 

Harry  put  in  the  morning  lounging  about  town,  taking 
pains  to  show  himself  everything. 

He  made  such  cautious  inquiries  about  Bullion  Bill  as  he 
could  without  exciting  suspicion,  and  among  other  things 
he  learned  that  the  man  had  a  strongroom  in  the  building 
back  of  the  Grubstake  saloon  where  he  kept  his  bullion. 

That  Bullion  Bill  was  a  man  of  method  was  evident. 

The  holiday  was  over  and  he  was  now  getting  down  to 
business. 

•  \ 

At  ten  o’clock  Harry  saw  him  mount  a  fine  horse  and 

ride  away. 

He  was  told  that  he  was  off  for  Mill  No.  1,  or  the  Golden 
Dream,  to  make  arrangements  for  the  purchase  of  another 
lot  of  bullion  at  an  early  date. 

About  noon  Harry  took  to  the  hills  again  and  paid  a  sec¬ 
ond  visit  to  Mill  No.  13. 

The  place  was  just  as  he  had  found  it  the  night  before, 
and  Old  King  Brady  had  apparently  departed. 

Without  breaking  in,  Harry  could  not  enter. 

He  did  explore  the  tunnel  on  the  hillside,  however,  pene¬ 
trating  to  its  end,  something  over  three  hundred  feet. 

Here  he  found  the  ore  car  belonging  to  the  tramway  and 
quite  a  store  of  miners’  tools. 

The  vein  was  wider  than  the  opening. 

Nowhere  did  it  appear  to  be  very  rich,  but  everywhere 
there  were  traces  of  gold. 

Next  came  the  search  for  the  Diller  ranch. 

This  was  easily  found. 

It  occupied  a  wide  clearing  on  the  slope  of  the  hill  about 
half  a  mile  distant  from  Mill  No.  13. 

The  building  was  a  rough  stone  affair,  one  story  high, 
with  a  long  frontage  and  considerable  depth,  containing 
several  rooms. 

Young  King  Brady  had  learned  at  Black  Creek  that  a 
number  of  years  before  a  Swiss  named  Diller  had  under¬ 
taken  sheep  farming  here,  going  into  the  business  on  quite 
a  large  scale. 

It  is  said  that  he  grew  rich  at  it  and  had  returned  to 
Switzerland  after  selling  out  his  claim  to  Bullion  Bill. 

Having  looked  over  the  deserted  ranch,  Harry  next 
ascended  the  hill  and  found  himself  looking  down  upon 
another  quartz  mill  where  work  was  in  progress. 

He  was  taking  it  all  in  through  his  glass  when  lie  saw  a 


man  approaching  along  the  ridge  and  in  a  moment  he  per¬ 
ceived  that  he  had  come  upon  Old  King  Brady  again. 

“Hello!  So  you  are  here!”  exclaimed  the  old  detective, 
coming  up.  “Have  you  located  the  Diller  ranch?” 

“Just  left  it,”  was  the  reply.  “How  did  you  make  out 
after  1  left  you  at  the  mill?” 

“There  was  nothing  doing  after  that.  I  stayed  around 
until  seven  o’clock  and  then  locked  up  and  came  away. 
HaVe  vou  seen  Bullion  Bill  since?” 

“Saw  him  this  morning — yes.” 

“Did  he  suspect  your  absence?” 

“He  didn't  seem  to.  What  are  you  hovering  around  here 
for?” 

“Oh,  I  want  to  get  the  lay  of  the  land.  There  is  going 
to  be  something  doing  pretty  soon,  and  one  wants  to  be 
prepared.” 

“What  mill  is  that  down  there  in  the  valley?” 

“That's  No.  14;  the  ore  on  that  side  of  the  hill  is  the 
richest  of  all,  so  Mr.  Blake,  the  superintendent,  tells  me. 
They  have  just  sold  ten  thousand  dollars’  worth  of  bullion 
to  your  friend  Bullion  Bill.” 

“It  seems  to  lie  directly  back  of  the  Diller  ranch.” 

“I’ve  been  measuring  up  distances  a  little,  Harry.  It  is 
just  halfway  between  the  ranch  and  Mill  No.  13.” 

The  Bradys  did  some  further  talking  and  arranged  for 
a  secret  meeting  next  morning. 

During  the  night  Old  King  Brady  declared  that  he 
should  remain  among  the  hills  probably  putting  in  part  of 
the  time  at  Mill  No.  13. 

Harry  now  returned  to  Black  Creek,  noting  the  path  care¬ 
fully. 

He  saw  nothing  more  of  Bullion  Bill. 

Not  up  to  the  time  that  he  left  for  the  Diller  ranch — 
half-past  eight — had  the  King  of  Black  Creek  returned. 

It  was  no  easy  matter  to  find  one's  way  back  to  th*? 
ranch  in  the  dark,  and  Young  King  Brady  did  not  dare  to 
use  his  lantern. 


At  last  he  reached  it,  however,  and  sat  down,  upon  the 
doorstep. 


The  place  looked  more  dismal  than  in  the  daylight,  of 
course,  and  the  young  detective  felt  that  he  must  keep  fully 
on  the  alert. 

He  had  expected  someone  to  meet  him.  It  looked  sus¬ 
picious  to  find  the  place  deserted. 


“After  all  it  may  be  only  a  trap  to  catch  me,”  he  thought, 
lie  had  not  been  long  seated  when  the  music  of  a  guitar 
reached  his  ears. 

% 

Harry  sprang  to  his  feet  and  stood  listening. 

It  surely  was  a  guitar. 
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his  right,  and  now  he  could  hear  a  woman's  voice  singir 
It  sounded  most  suspiciously  like  the  singing  of  t 
ghost  the  night  before. 

“It's  coming,”  thought  Young  King  Brady.  “I'm  goii 
to  learn  something  now.”  * 

In  a  moment  lie  caught  sight  of  a  woman  emerging  rig 
from  the  shadow  of  the  trees. 
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She  held  a  guitar  and  continued  to  play  and  sing  as  she 
walked  slowly  across  the  clearing  in  the  direction  of  the 
Diller  Ranch. 

Harry  stood  leaning  against  a  large  tree  which  had  been 
left  standing  near  the  door  and  continued  to  watch  her. 

Just  then  the  moon  came  sailing  out  from  behind  the 
clouds,  which  until  now  had  obscured  the  sky. 

“It's  the  ghost  all  right,”  thought  Young  King  Brady. 
“I  should  know  her  anywhere,  but  I  hope  to  gracious  she 
don't  recognize  me.” 

The  girl  did  not  even  look  at  him  until  she  had  come 
close  to  the  hut  when  she  suddenly  threw  her  guitar  over 
her  back  and  exclaimed : 

“ Hello!  Who  are  you?  What’s  your  name?” 

“I'm  Jack  Durand,”  replied  Harry,  stepping  forward. 

“The  name  is  all  right,”  replied  the  girl,  “and  I  reckon 
from  your  looks  that  you  are  all  right,  too.  You  were  sent 
up  here  by  Bullion  Bill.” 

“I  was.” 

“And  I  wras  sent  to  meet  you.  I  suppose  you  are  some¬ 
what  surprised  at  that?” 

“A  little.” 

“You  expected  to  be  met  by  a  man?” 

“Naturally.” 

“Won't  I  do  just  as  well?” 

“Better,  perhaps.  Was  that  you  playing  the  guitar?” 

“Sure.  I  don’t  believe  there  is  a  woman  in  South  Da¬ 
kota  who  can  play  the  guitar  like  me.” 

“It’s  a  fine  instrument.” 

“Want  to  hear  me  play?” 

“Yes,  if  you  wish.” 

“What  shall  it  be?” 

“Give  us  a  Spanish  fandango.” 

“Don't  you  want  me  to  sing?” 

“If  you  wTish.”  x 

“All  right.  I’ll  sing  you  ‘Goodby  Dolly  Gray”  and  give 
you  the  fandango  later.” 

“Just  as  you  like.” 

The  girl  seated  herself  on  a  bench  \yhich  was  built  against 
the  house  and  began  tuning  her  guitar. 

The  bench  was  but  a  small  affair.  There  was  not  room 
for  two. 

Harry  stood  by  watching  her. 

“By  the  way,  you  haven’t  mentioned  your  name,”  he 
said,  at  length. 

“Haven’t  I  ?”  replied  the  girl.  “Well,  no ;  come  to  think 
of  it,  I  haven’t.” 

“Perhaps  you  don’t  intend  to  do  it.” 

“Why  not?  I’m  not  ashamed  of  my  name.  It’s  Alice.” 

“That’s  only  half  of  it.” 

“Never  mind  the  other  half;  but  say,  don’t  stand  in 
front  of  me  like  that.  It  makes  me  nervous  to  be  watched. 
Stand  in  the  doorway.  There !  That’s  right.  Now  I  am 
going  to  sing.” 

She  began  the  well-known  song,  accompanying  herself 

fairly  well. 


Just  as  she  started  on  the  second  verse  Harry  was  sud¬ 
denly  seized  from  behind. 

A  strong  arm  was  thrown  about  his  neck  and  a  man’s 
knee  came  against  the  small  of  his  back. 

Not  a  sound  had  he  heard — the  music  had  been  intended 
for  no  other  purpose  than  to  drown  all  sound,  of  course. 

Taken  unawares,  the  young  detective  was  helpless. 

He  was  bent  backward  and  at  the  sanle  instant  a  masked 
man  sprang  in  front  of  him  and,  clapping  a  black  bag  over 
his  head,  drew  it  quickly  down  around  the  shoulders. 

“That’s  yours !”  cried  a  voice.  “Now,  young  fellow, 
don’t  you  move  or  speak.  You  will  be  led  where  we  want 
to  take  you.  To  disobey  means  death  !” 

There  was  nothing  for  it  but  to  yield. 

Was  this  meant  for  initiation  into  Bullion  Bill’s  band, 
or  was  his  identity  already  discovered  ? 

Naturally  Young  King  Brady  suspected  the  latter. 

Had  he  been  less  hopeful  than  he  was  he  would  have 
given  himself  up  for  lost. 

The  playing  and  singing  ceased  the  moment  Harry  was 
captured. 

Now  men  began  moving  about  Young  King  Brady  and 
he  was  searched. 

They  took  away  a  revolver  and  a  knife. 

His  secret  pockets  were  not  disturbed,  however,  nor  was 
the  trifle  of  money  which  he  carried  taken. 

The  men  did  no  talking  among  themselves. 

When  they  were  through  with  their  search  someone  took 
Harry  by  the  hand  and  said : 

“We  are  starting  now,  Durand.  It  will  pay  you  best  to 
follow  us  quietly.  Now  we  go.” 

Harry  was  then  led  out  into  the  open  and  turned  around 
several  times. 

This  done  he  was  led  along  for  a  considerable  distance 
and  then  wheeled  about  three  times. 

Again  he  was  led  along  for  as  much  as  ten  minutes. 

The  movement  was  in  a  circle. 

Suddenly  he  felt  himself  walking  on  boards,  and  he  knew 
that  he  had  entered  a  house. 

Young  King  Brady  was  not  deceived  by  all  this. 

The  Bradys  have  had  altogether  too  much  experience  to 
be  fooled  in  any  such  way. 

He  was  confident  that  he  had  been  taken  into  the  Diller 
Ranch. 

In  a  moment  he  was  treading  on  earth  again,  and  a  walk 
of  perhaps  three  hundred  feet  followed. 

Suddenly  a  deep  voice  called  out: 

“Who  comes  here!” 

And  a  voice  close  to  Young  King  Brady  answered: 

“A  blind  candidate  who  seeks  admission  into  the  band 
of  Bullion  Bill.” 

The  following  conversation  then  ensued: 

“Whence  comes  he?” 

“From  Black  Creek.” 

“By  whose  orders  has  he  been  brought  here  to  the  treas¬ 
ure  house?” 

“  By  the  order  of  our  noble -captain.” 
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“lias  he  the  password  and  the  noble  captain’s  counter¬ 
sign  ?” 

“  Lie  lias  not,  but  1  have  them  for  him.” 

“Advance,  brother,  and  give  the  countersign.” 

Harry’s  hand  was  released  then  and  he  could  hear  a 

J  V 

shuffling  noise. 

“Now  give  the  password/'  the  voice  of  the  challenger 
said. 

“A  billion  in  bullion,”  was  the  reply. 

And  then  came  the  answer : 

“And  that's  the  limit  of  Bullion  Bill.” 

“Is  further  information  required?”  Harry’s  conductor 
then  asked. 

“No  further  information  is  required,”  was  the  reply. 
“The  candidate  can  now  be  brought  to  light.” 

Instantly  the  bag  was  pulled  off  of  Harry’s  head. 

He  found  himself  surrounded  by  masked  men. 

All  were  dressed  in  the  style  of  miners  and  all  wore  strips 
of  black  cloth  over  their  faces,  completely  concealing  their 
features  except  for  the  eyes  which  gleamed  out  through 
two  holes  in  the  mask. 

The  conductor,  still  grasping  Harry’s  hand,  led  him  for¬ 
ward  toward  a  tall  mask  who  stood  in  front  of  an  iron 
door. 

The  place  in  which  Harry  found  himself  appeared  to  be 
a  tunnel  built  in  the  usual  style  of  mining  tunnels,  driven 
through  earth. 

The  sides  were  lined  with  timber,  but  the  door  was  set 
in  rock.  Apparently  the  tunnel  ended  here  up  against  the 
ledge. 

“What  is  your  name?”  demanded  the  mask  in  front  of 
the  door. 

“Jack  Durand,”  replied  Young  King  Brady. 

“The  name  is  correct,”  replied  the  mask.  “My  orders 
are  to  admit  Jack  Durand.  Brothers,  you  are  now  relieved 
of  your  charge.  The  candidate  will  follow  me.” 

Turning,  the  mask  pressed  some  hidden  spring  and  the 
door  flew  back. 

Harry  then  followed  the  mask  through  the  opening  and 
the  door  •losed  behind  them. 

They  now  found  themselves  in  a  tunnel  driven  through 
solid  rock. 

It  extended  less  than  fifty  feet,  however,  ending  at  an¬ 
other  door,  this  time  of  wood,  upon  which  the  mask  knocked 
three  times  in  a  peculiar  way. 

There  was  a  brief  delay  and  then  a  knock  was  heard  on 
the  other  side. 

The  masked  man  knocked  twice  in  answer  and  the  door 
was  opened  by  Bullion  Bill  himself. 

“Well,  so  you  have  come!"  he  exclaimed.  “Glad  to  see 
you.  Walk  right  in.  This  is  our  treasure-house.  I  am 
going  to  show  you  how  easy  it  will  be  for  me  to  pay  you 
five  thousand  dollars  for  a  few  weeks’  work.” 

The  mask  had  now  retreated,  closing  the  door  behind 
him. 

The  place  into  which  Young  King  Brady  had  been  intro¬ 


duced  appeared  to  be  a  natural  cave  of  considerable  size, 

but  of  no  great  height. 

All  around,  piled  up  from  floor  to  roof,  was  gold  ore, 

heaps  upon  heaps  of  it. 

The  quantity  was  enormous.  There  was  but  a  small 
space  in  the  middle  of  the  cave  in  which  to  walk. 

Bullion  Bill,  who  held  a  lantern,  flashed  it  about  with  an 
air  of  triumph. 

“There  you  are,  young  fellow  !”  he  exclaimed.  “See  that 
ore?  It  is  worth  more  than  a  million.  Now,  then,  if  you 
want  to  get  your  share  of  the  gold  it  contains  all  you 
have  to  do  is  to  tie  to  me.” 

“It  appears  to  be  very  rich,”  replied  Harry,  hardly 
knowing  what  to  say. 

“Rich!”  cried  the  King  of  Black  Creek.  “I  should 

say  it  was  rich.  There  is  nothing  like  it  in  the  Black  Hills, 

and  whv  shouldn't  it  be  ?  It  is  the  cream  of  the  ore  taken 
«/ 

from  one  of  the  richest  veins  on  the  Golden  Dream.  It 

i 

has  taken  two  vears  to  collect  it,  and  now  the  time  has 
come  when  it  is  to  be  turned  into  bullion.  It  is  to  help  out 
that  operation  that  we  want  your  aid.  Are  you  ready  to  go 
in  on  the  deal?” 

“Yes,”  replied  Young  King  Brady,  promptly. 

And  what  else  could  he  say? 

As  firmly  as  he  had  ever  been  convinced  of  anything, 
Harry  felt  then  that  to  say  no  could  mean  nothing  but 
death. 


CHAPTER  Y. 

OLD  KING  BRADY  TRIES  A  NEW  MOVE. 

Old  King  Brady  waited  in  vain  for  Harry  to  appear,  at 
the  appointed  place  near  Mill  No.  13. 

Neither  that  night  nor  for  several  following  did  Young 
King  Brady  put  in  an  appearance. 

Old  King  Brady  grew  much  concerned,  for  he  learned 
also  that  his  partner  had  not  been  seen  at  Black  Creek  since 
the  night  of  his  appointment  at  the  Diller  ranch  with 
Bullion  Bill. 

Still  there  was  nothing  to  be  done  about  it. 

The  very  nature  of  their  business  requires  the  Bradys  to 
take  big  chances. 

Old  King  Brady  hung  around  the  neighborhood  for  a 
week  and  then  went  to  Deadwood. 

His  anxiety  was  intense,  but  he  still  felt  that  there  was 
nothing  to  be  done. 

Registering  at  an  obscure  hotel  under  au  assumed  name. 
Old  King  Brady  early  next  morning  called  upon  Air.  Mar¬ 
cus  Bannister,  vice  president  of  the  Golden  Dream  Mining 
Company. 

Mr.  Bannister  was  a  rising  young  lawyer  who  had  the 
advantage  of  a  fortune  left  by  his  father  to  help  him  on  in 
the  world. 

Thus,  although  not  more  than  twenty-five,  the  young 
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man  had  been  able  .to  accumulate  more  than  half  a  million 
in  addition  to  twice  as  much  inherited. 

This  prosperity  had  not  by  any  means  turned  his  head, 
however. 

Old  King  Brady,  who  had  not  previously  met  him,  was 
greatly  taken  by  the  voung  man. 

“And  now,  Mr.  Brady,  what  have  you  to  report?”  de¬ 
manded  Mark — we  give  him  the  name  by  which  he  was 
usually  known  among  his  friends — as  soon  as  the  introduc¬ 
tion  was  over. 

“Several  things,  but  not  at  all  as  much  as  I  ought  to 
have,  considering  the  time  I  have  been  working  on  the 
case,”  replied  the  detective,  rather  dejectedly. 

“Have  you  made  any  real  headway?  Can  you  say  that 
these  robberies  of  our  bullion  wagons  have  been  committed 
by  this  man  Lemons?” 

“I  cannot.” 

“Have  you  obtained  any  proof  of  his  crookedness  in  any 
line  so  that  we  can  arrest  him?” 

“I  have  not.” 

“Have  you  done  anything  in  the  matter  of  the  alleged 
ghosts  in  Mill  No.  13  ?” 

“I  have,  and  now,  Mr.  Bannister,  if  you  will  allow  me 
to  tell  my  story  I  will  go  right  at  it  and  you  will  under¬ 
stand  the  case  better  than  you  do  now.” 

“Go  ahead,”  said  Mark,  leaning  back  in  his  chair. 

He  heard  the  old  detective  through  without  interruption. 

“This  is  serious  business  about  your  partner,”  he  said 
then. 

“It  is,  very,”  the  old  detective  replied. 

“Do  you  think  he  is  dead?” 

“It's  an  even  chance.” 

“Pity  he  could  not  have  got  back  to  you.  His  state¬ 
ment  would  have  helped  us  a  lot.” 

“It  would  have  done  so  undoubtedly;  but  the  boy  may 
he  all  right.  He  was  certain  that  Bullion  Bill  had  no  sus¬ 
picion  of  him  and  hired  him  in  good  faith.  It  may  be 
impossible  for  Harry  to  leave  where  he  is  now.  It’s  an 
even  chance  if  he  isn’t  just  laying  back  for  a  spring.” 

“But  why  did  you  leave  the  ground?  It  would  seem 
to  me  most  important  that  you  should  have  stayed.” 

“My  usefulness  was  over  in  the  direction  I  was  working. 
My  instructions  from  the  president  of  the  Golden  Dream 
/were  to  watch  each  of  the  mills  in  turn  and  see  what,  if 
anything,  might  be  doing  in  the  way  of  suspicious  night 
work.  I  have  put  in  three  weeks  at  this.  I  have  given  a 
night  to  each  of  the  mills.  You  must  remember,  Mr.  Ban¬ 
nister,  that  your  property  covers  a  great  deal  of  ground.” 

“That  ft  true.  Come  to  the  point,  Mr.  Brady,  I  see  that 
you  have  something  up  your  sleeve.” 

“I  am  ready  to  pull  it  out  then.  In  short,  I  distrust 
Mr.  Blake,  the  superintendent  of  Mill  No.  13.” 

Mark  Bannister  almost  jumped  out  of  bis  chair. 

“What!”  he  exclaimed.  “My  uncle!” 

“Ha !  He  is  your  uncle,  then ?” 

“By  marriage.  But  that  cuts  no  ice.  My  aunt  is  long 
<]<  „<].  W'irJ  do  you  know?” 


“First,  that  each  Saturday  night  every  man  connected 
with  Mill  No.  14  is  allowed  to  go  to  Black  Creek  on  a 
spree  and  not  even  a  watchman  is  left  behind.  The  men 
are  gone  all  night,  and  don’t  show  up  again  till  Sunday 
afternoon,  and  then  most  of  them  are  so  drunk  that  there 
is  very  little  doing  on  Mondays.” 

“That  would  seem  to  be  bad  discipline,  but  what  has  it 
to  do  with  your  case?” 

“Just  this.  Mr.  Blake  remains  over  Saturday  night  at 
the  mill,  and  I  have  watched  him  twice.  As  soon  as  all 
hands  have  gone  he  has  appeared  in  the  yard  with  four  or 
five  men  and  they  have  kept  themselves  busy  all  night  carry¬ 
ing  bags  of  ore  out  of  the  mill  back  into  the  tunnel  in 
the  hillside.” 

“The  deuce!”  ' 

“  Oh,  it’s  true !  Can  you  imagine  any  benefit  coming  to 
the  Golden  Dream  Company  by  such  business  as  that?” 

“Indeed  I  can’t!  It  looks  like  crooked  work.” 

“It  certainly  does.” 

“And  you  have  seen  this  on  two  Saturday  nights?” 

“I  have.” 

“And  on  Sunday  morning?” 

“These  men  disappear.  The  last  trip  they  made  into  the 
tunnel  they  did  not  come  out  again.  Mr.  Blake  did,  how¬ 
ever.  He  went  to  the  office  and,  wrapping  himself  in  a 
blanket,  bunked  on  the  lounge.” 

“Why,  he  has  a  house  of  his  own  half  a  mile  from  the 
mine.” 

t 

“I  know,  but  he  did  not  go  there.” 

“You  have  seen  this  twice?” 

“Yes.” 

“Did  you  watch  over  Sunday?” 

“I  watched  until  nine  o’clock  on  both  Sunday  mornings. 
Each  time  Mr.  Blake  appeared  at  that  hour  and  walked 
around  the  hill  to  Mill  No.  13,  went  in  there  and  stopped 
in  for  a  couple  of  hours  or  more.  About  twelve  o’clock  he 
went  home.” 

“By  jove,  Mr.  Brady,  I  don’t  like  this  very  well.  It 
must  be  looked  into.” 

“It  certainly  ought  to  be,  and  now,  Mr.  Bannister,  this 
is  really  the  only  discovery  of  importance  I  have  made, 
except  the  ghost  business,  which  most  certainly  is  a  fake.” 

“Blake  should  be  called  to  account  at  once.” 

“Is  he  a  man  of  any  means?” 

“Not  at  all.  He  only  has  his  salary;  he  is  an  expert 
mill  man,  though,  and  has  been  in  the  employ  of  the  com¬ 
pany  ever  since  we  started.” 

“Did  he  ever  have  charge  of  Mill  No.  13?” 

“Yes;  that  was  his  mill  until  these  troubles  began.” 

“Does  he  believe  in  the  ghosts?” 

“Well,  he  claims  to.  He  is  very  superstitious.”  / 

“  Or  pretends  to  be.  He  don’t  seem  to  be  a  bit  afraid  of 
stopping  in  No.  13  a  couple  of  hours  at  a  time  in  the  day¬ 
time.” 

“You  have  no  idea  what  he  is  doing  there?” 

“Not  the  slightest.  You  see,  the  doors  and  windows 
in  front  are  all  boarded  up  and  after  he  enters  by  the  door 
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at  the  runway  he  locks  it  behind  him.  Of  course,  I  have  a 
key,  but  he  left  his  in  the  lock  both  times,  and  so  mine 
wouldn't  work.  1  did  not  think  it  best  to  try  to  break  in.” 

“He  must  be  made  to  explain  his  operations  at  once,” 
said  Mark,  decidedly.  “Shall  I  telephone  for  him  to  come 
to  Deadwood?  What  would  you  advise?” 

“The  utmost  secrecy.  I  miss  my  partner’s  help.  I  dare 
not  employ  anyone  at  the  mines  or  anyone  at  Black  Creek. 
If  1  had  a  good,  determined  fellow  like  yourself  now  to 
lend  me  a  hand  for  a  few  nights  there  would  be  something 
doing.  I  need  someone  with  authority — like  yourself.” 

“Well,  I  can  go,  I  suppose,”  replied  Mark,  after  a  little 
thought.  “It  would  inconvenience  me  some,  but  that  cuts 
no  ice.  The  matter  is  very  important.  If  it  was  anyone 
but  Uncle  Joe  I  should  say  at  once  that  we  were  being 
robbed  of  ore,  but  I  can't  believe  it  of  him.” 

“I  tell  you,  Mr.  Bannister,  that  someone  is  working  up 
that  ghost  business  at  No.  13,”  said  Old  King  Brady,  em¬ 
phatically.  “Is  it  being  done  for  the  benefit  of  the  Golden 
Dream  Mining  Company?  I  guess  not.” 

“Settled,”  said  Mark.  “I  go.  When  shall  it  be  and 
where  shall  w*e  meet?” 

“It  shall  be  Saturday  next,  and  we  had  best  meet  at 
Mill  13  or  near  there.  Do  you  know  the  old  Diller  ranch?” 

“Perfectly.” 

“  Then  let  that  be  the  place,  but  you  must  not  drive  there, 
neither  must  you  go  without  disguise.” 

“Right!  Six  o'clock  on  Saturday  at  the  Diller  ranch, 
then.  You  can  look  for  a  solitary  miner.  That  will  be 
me.” 

Having  made  this  arrangement,  Old  King  Brady  returned 
to  the  neighborhood  of  the  Golden  Dream. 

The  old  detective  was  having  a  hard  time  of  it. 

He  did  not  dare  to  stop  at  Black  Creek,  so  he  had  to 
sleep  around  in  deserted  huts  and  even  in  the  woods,  cooking 
for  himself  and  often  going  without  proper  food,  or,  in 
other  words,  leading  the  life  of  a  tramp. 

And  indeed  he  bore  a  very  strong  resemblance,  to  a  tramp 
when  on  Saturday  evening  he  came  wandering  up  to  the 
old  Diller  ranch  at  a  little  after  six  o’clock. 

The  place  wore  its  usual  air  of  desertion. 

Old  King  Brady  had  been  there  many  times,  but  had 
never  yet  seen  anyone  near  the  house. 

Now,  however,  a  young  man  came  promptly  out  of  the 
building  and  called  him  by  name. 

It  was  Mark  Bannister. 

He  was  roughly  dressed,  wearing  an  old  pair  of  trousers, 
a  miner’s  blue  shirt  and  a  dirty  white  felt  hat,  while  his 
coat,  all  out  at  the  elbows,  went  a  long  way  to  help  out  his 
disguise. 

“So  you  have  come  at  last,"  he  exclaimed.  “I've  been 
here  an  hour.  I  almost  wish  we  had  made  the  meeting 
place  somewhere  else.” 

“For  why?  What’s  up?” 

“We’ll  he  up  spout  if  we  don’t  get  out  of  this  right 
quick.  Here,  slide  into  the  woods  and  I’ll  tell  you  all 
about  it.”  I 


They  went  back  among  the  trees  and  sat  down  upon  a 
stone. 

“It’s  a  good  job  that  I  didn’t  go  directly  to  the  ranch,” 
said  Mark.  “You  see,  I  tramped  over  the  hill,  and  as  I 
came  near  the  ranch  I  saw  three  men  coming  up  the  path 
from  the  direction  of  Black  Creek.  They  wTent  in,  but 
they  didn't  come  out  again.  I  haven’t  seen  them  since.” 

“Is  that  a  fact!”  -  : •  j 

“It  is.  I  came  down  here  and  examined  the  building 
pretty  thoroughly.  I'll  be  hanged  if  I  can  make  out  what 
became  of  them.  After  that  I  thought  I  would  go  into  the 
woods  and  watch  for  you.  I  hadn’t  been  there  but  a  few 
minutes  before  who  should  come  along  but  a  thundering 
pretty  girl  and  a  young  fellow  with  her.  Both  carried 
baskets  which  appeared  to  be  loaded  with  provisions.  They 
did  precisely  the  same  trick.” 

“Went  into  the  ranch  and  didn’t  come  out  again?” 

“Exactly.” 

“How  long  ago  was  this?” 

o  o 

“About  ten  minutes.” 

“You  followed  them  in?” 

“After  a  minute  or  two.” 

“It  would  almost  have  been  better  if  you  hadn’t.” 

“But,  Mr.  Brady,  we  must  do  something.” 

“That’s  so.  Very  likely  I  should  have  done  the  same 
thing.  I  must  have  another  look  at  the  interior  of  that 
house.” 

“You  have  been  in  there?” 

“Half  a  dozen  times.  Mind  you,  it  was  here  that  my 
partner  disappeared.  What  you  tell  me  only  goes  to  con¬ 
firm  my  suspicion  that  there  is  some  underground  connec¬ 
tion  between  this  place  and  Mill  No.  14.” 

“You  mean  No.  13?” 

“No,  l  don’t.  I  mean  just  what  I  say.” 

“But  Mill  No.  14  is  a  mile  from  here.”  .i 

“Is  it?  I  say  not.  You  speak  of  the  distance  by 
path  over  the  hill.  Evidently  you  have  not  carefully  exam¬ 
ined  into  the  lay  of  the  land.” 

u  1  how  to  you,  Mr.  Brady.  1  spoke  of  the  distance  by 
the  path.” 

“On  second  thought  I  believe  I  will  postpone  examining 
the  ranch.  It  is  a  puzzle,  and  we  don't  want  to  waste  time. 

Let  us  get  right  over  to  my  rock  from  which  I  have  been  in 
the  habit  of  watching  Mill  No.  14.” 

They  partly  made  the  circuit  of  the  stone  house  through 
the  woods,  coming  in  a  moment  to  a  place  where  the 
bushes  were  very  thick. 

Beyond  was  a  thick  growth  of  trees  with  almost  no  under¬ 
brush.  ,, 

“  l  nGVer  was  here  before,”  exclaimed  Mark.  “Surely  we 
are  not  going  in  the  direction  of  No.  14.” 

“Oh,  but  we  are,"  replied  Old  King  Brady.  “Just  wait  , 
and  see.” 

They  were  now  not  over  three  hundred  feet  away  from  , 
the  Diller  ranch. 

Ascending  a  little  hill,  they  suddenly  came  upon  a  rook 
where  they  could  look  down  into  a  valley  of  some  length. 
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Here  stood  Mill  No.  14,  with  its  outlying  buildings  di¬ 
rectly  below  them. 

“There  you  are!”  exclaimed  Old  King  Brady. 

“You  have  made  no  allowance  for  the  turn  of  the  valley; 
you  have  an  entirely  wrong  idea  of  the  lay  of  the  land.” 

“By  jove,  you  are  right  then  !”  exclaimed  Mark,  “so  the 
tunnel  runs  under  the  ground  we  have  come  over.” 

“It  does.  It  is  in  the  hill  over  three  hundred  feet,  and 
that  brings  it  within  two  hundred  feet  of  the  Diller  ranch 
if  its  strike  takes  the  direction  I  believe.” 

“  It  beats  the  .band.  I  never  would  have  believed  it ;  but 
say,  won’t  we  be  seen  here?” 

“No  danger  if  we  lie  down  flat  and  keep  in  the  snadow 
of  this  boulder.  You  take  notice  that  you  don’t  see  anyone 
down  there.” 

“Not  a  soul!” 

“It  is  as  it  was  last  Saturday  night  and  the  one  before.” 

“Do  we  have  to  wait  till  nine  o’clock  before  there  is 
anything  doing?” 

“It  was  that  hour  both  times  when  I  watched  here  be¬ 
fore.  Of  course  we  can’t  tell  what  may  happen  to-night; 
but  tell  me  why  was  it  that  no  office  or  other  outbuildings 
were  ever  erected  at  No.  13  ?” 

“Because  the  distance  is  only  half  a  mile  to  No.  14  by 
following  around  the  corner  of  the  hill.  The  buildings 
there  were  used  by  both.” 

“As  I  supposed.  I  have  not  liked  to  make  too  many 
inquiries.  The  tunnels  at  the  two  mills  tap  the  same  ore 

body.” 

“They  must.  How  came  they  to  be  built  so  near  to¬ 
gether,  these  mills?” 

“Why,  No.  14  couldn’t  do  all  the  work.  The  yield  is  im¬ 
mense.  We  either  had  to  enlarge  or  build  in  a  new  place.” 

“Then  No.  14  was  built  first.”  , 

“Built  before  any  of  the  other  mills.  They  have  been 
renumbered,  you  see.  No.  13  was  actually  the  last  mill 
built.  I  think — hello  !  There  he  is  now !” 

“Blake!” 

“Yes;  see  him?” 

“Yes,  yes!  He  isn’t  going  for  the  tunnel  this  time, 
though.” 

\  ^  ' 

“No,  by  jove,  he  is  following  the  path  which  leads  to 

Mill  No.  13.” 


CHAPTER  YI. 

AT  NO.  14. 

As  long  as  Young  King  Brady  is  among  the  missing  the 
explanation  of  the  mystery  of  his  absence  may  as  well  be 
postponed  for  another  chapter,  considering  the  importance 
of  the  work  in  which  Old  King  Brady  and  the  vice  presi¬ 
dent  of  the  Golden  Dream  were  nov  engaged. 

Tr.ev  soon  lost  sight  of  Superintendent  Blake,  for  the 


winding  path  led  him  into  the  woods  and  he  disappeared 
among  the  trees. 

“What  is  to  be  done  now?”  inquired  Mark.  “Do  we  go 
to  No.  13?” 

“No.  We  could  not  reach  it  through  the  woods  as  quick 
as  he  can  by  the  path.  There  can  hardly  be  a  doubt  that 
lie  intends  to  go  there.  It  seems  to  me  that  this  is  a  grand 
chance  for  us  to  have  a  look  around  the  mine.” 

“We  could  be  down  there  in  five  minuter;  if  you  are  only 
sure  that  there  is  no  one  around.” 

“If  I  wasn’t  I  would  never  suggest  going.  I  have  not 
been  in  the  tunnel.  I  am  most  curious  to  pay  it  a  visit,  and 
it  seems  to  me  that  now  is  the  time.” 

“I'll  go  you.  Come  on!  Seems  strange,  don’t  it,  for  a 
fellow  to  be  beating  about  the  bush  so  when  it  comes  to  his 
own  property?” 

By  descending  the  steep  hill  at  the  risk  of  breaking  their 
necks,  Mark  Bannister  and  the  detective  were  soon  walking 
about  the  millyard  at  No.  14. 

It  was  just  as  Old  King  Brady  had  said,  the  place  was 
deserted. 

Here  there  was  no  boarding-house,  the  miners  occupying 
a  row  of  log  cabins  built  against  the  side  of  the  hill. 

“We  will  make  straight  for  the  tunnel,”  said  Old  King 
Brady.  “If  we  are  caught  we  shall  have  to  declare  our¬ 
selves,  that’s  all.” 

“But  you  don’t  expect  him  back  under  a  couple  of 
hours?”  questioned  Mark. 

“He  stayed  that  length  of  time  on  both  the  other  occa¬ 
sions,  that  is  all  I  can  say.” 

“For  heaven  sake  !  let  us  be  quick  !  What  about  a  light  ?”  • 

“I  have  my  dark-lantern.  That  will  answer  every  pur¬ 
pose.  I  don’t  really  expect  to  learn  anything  by  this  move, 
but  I  am  bound  to  try  it.” 

They  climbed  the  steep  path  which  led  up  to  the  tunnel 
and  peered  in. 

“Black  as  midnight,”  said  Mark.  “We  can  never  dis¬ 
cover  anything  here.” 

“Let  us  push  ahead,  at  all  events,”  replied  the  detective. 
“It  is  our  chance,  and  we  want  to  make  the  most  of  it.” 

It  seemed  a  long  walk  to  the  end  of  the  tunnel. 

Old  King  Brady  flashed  his  lantern  right  and  left  and 
made  the  best  examination  of  the  walls  that  he  could  under 
such  hurried  conditions. 

There  was  nothing  to  indicate  the  existence  of  a  secret 
door  or  anything  of  that  sort. 

They  had  almost  reached  the  end  when  Old  King  Brady 
suddenly  shut  off  the  light. 

“Thunder!  What  are  you  about?”  exclaimed  Mark. 

“Hush!  Don’t  breathe!  Don’t  you  hear  that  music?” 
the  detective  whispered. 

“Yes,  yes!  Somebody  playing  on  the  banjo.” 

“No,  guitar.” 

“You  are  right.  What  can  it  mean?” 

“Just  what  wo  want  to  find  out.  Hold  on  now  !  An 
idea  strikes  me.  Let  us  push  ahead  to  the  ore  car  and 


14 


THE  BRADYS  AND  “BULLION  BILL.” 


crawl  in.  There  may  be  something  doing  here  in  a  min¬ 
ute.” 

The  ore  car  was  but  just  beyond  where  they  had  halted. 

Groping  their  wray  to  it,  they  climbed  in  as  noiselessly  as 
possible. 

Here,  by  lying  dowm  flat,  it  w7as  possible  to  conceal  them¬ 
selves  from  anyone  passing,  providing  they  were  not  seized 
with  the  notion  to  look  into  the  car. 

Still  the  music  continued. 

It  wras  heard  in  a  muffled  way,  and  Old  King  Brady  was 
soon  able  to  locate  the  sound  as  coming  from  behind  the 
wall  of  the  tunnel  on  the  left. 

Mark  was  inclined  to  dispute  this.  '  He  declared  that  the 
sounds  wrere  dead  ahead. 

He  w7as  still  talking  about  it  when  all  at  once  the  music 
burst  out  louder  and  a  light  flashed  at  the  end  of  the 
tunnel. 

“Are  you  going  to  leave  us  now,  boys  !”  a  voice  called  out. 

Old  King  Brady  caught  his  breath. 

The  voice  was  Harry’s ! 

The  music  now  ceased. 

“  Yes,  we’ve  got  to  get  dowm  to  business,”  someone  re- 
i  plied.  “Aren’t  you  coming  with  us,  Jack?” 

“No;  I  hadn’t  any  order  to  that  effect.  I  was  told  to 
stand  guard  here.” 

“What’s  the  odds?  Blake  is  down  at  the  mill.” 

“My  rule  is  to  obey  orders  even  if  I  break  owners.” 

“Oh,  you  are  going  to  stop  and  flirt  with  Alice — that’s 
what,”  wras  the  half-sneering  reply. 

“You  bet  he  isn’t!”  a  woman’s  voice  called.  “You  fel¬ 
lows  go  and  do  your  work.  I’m  going  down  to  the  mill.” 

Now7  the  light  came  flashing  along  the  tunnel  and  Old 
King  Brady  could  hear  the  footfalls  of  two  men. 

They  were  talking  together  and  in  ordinary  tones. 

As  they  drew  near  the  listeners  caught  these  wrords: 

“Say,  Tom,  it  will  cause  a  deuce  of  an  excitement  when 
the  mill  goes  up.  Blame  me  if  I  see  the  use.” 

“The  boss  ought  to  know  best.  He  is  determined  to 
do  it.” 

“He’s  making  a  mistake  all  the  same,  I  say;  it’s  my  be¬ 
lief  that  this  racket  can  be  worked  twice.” 

“Ah,  boy,  but  the  boss  is  afraid  of  Blake.  That’s  the 
reason.  He  is  determined  that  the  man  shall  die.  I  only 
wish  it  w7as  old  Tully  of  No.  10.  He’s  a  hard  one;  Blake 
was  always  good  to  his  men.” 

They  passed  the  ore  car  then,  having  all  they  could  do  to 
crowd  between  it  and  the  wall. 

Old  King  Brady  did  not  dare  to  raise  his  head. 

■j  The  conversation  ceased  and  soon  the  footsteps  of  the 
(  pair  began  to  die  away. 

“Heavens,  Mr.  Brady,  this  means  murder  !”  gasped  Mark. 
\  “You  see,  I  w7as  right.  My  uncle  isn’t  in  it  after  all!” 

“  1  see  nothing  of  the  sort,”  replied  the  old  detective. 
‘‘The  matter  is  as  plain  as  a  pikestaff.  Bullion  Bill,  or 
whoever  else  the  boss  may  be,  has  got  through  with  your 
uncle’s  services  and  proposes  to  do  him  ur>.  that’s  all.” 
“And  they  mean  to  dynamite  the  mill?” 


“Certainly.  l"ou  heard.” 

“But  are  we  to  stay  here  and  let  these  wretches  have  it 
all  their  owm  way?” 

“For  a  minute,  yes.  It  isn’t  safe  to  move  just  yet.  Yrou 
don’t  imagine  they  mean  to  dynamite  the  mill  now,  with 
your  uncle  absent?  No,  no!  They  are  merely  going  to 
lay  the  train.” 

“And  you  w7ill  stop  them?” 

“  On  the  contrary,  I  shall  allow7  them  to  finish  their  work. 
By  the  way,  that  was  my  partner  w7ho  w7as  left  behind  with 
the  girl.” 

“You  are  sure?” 

“How  can  I  be  otherwise,  since  he  spoke  in  his  natural 
voice ;  but  come,  now  is  our  time.  It  strikes  me  that  we  are 
going  to  have  plenty  of  business  on  hand  to-night.” 

They  climbed  dowrn  from  the  car  and  crept  out  of  the 
tunnel. 

« 

It  w7as  now7  getting  dark,  and  it  was  easy  to  find  a  place 
to  hide  where  from  the  slope  of  the  hill  they  could  see  what 
was  going  on  below. 

Underneath  the  back  of  the  mill  it  wns  all  open,  for  the 
rise  of  the  hill  was  steeper  here  than  at  No.  13. 

The  two  men  were  at  work  there  with  their  lantern. 

They  were  placing  a  row  of  dynamite  cartridges  by  bury¬ 
ing  them  partway  in  the  loose  soil. 

Attached  to  the  cartridges  was  a  fuse  which  they  brought 
out  and  hid  the  end  under  a  flat  stone. 

All  being  completed,  then  the  two  men  came  out  from 
under  the  mill,  where  they  had  been  scraping  up  earth  so 
as  to  completely  conceal  the  cartridges. 

“That  will  fix  old  Blake  and  knock  the  best  mill  on  the 
Golden  Dream  six  ways  for  Sunday,”  they  heard  one  of 
them  exclaim. 

“You  are  not  going  back?”  said  the  other.  “Y'ou  are 
going  to  No.  13.” 

“Sure !  What’s  the  use  of  going  back?  There  is  nobody* 
around.”  . 

They  wrent  on  dowm  the  hill,  crossed  the  open  space  in 
front  of  the  mill  and  disappeared  along  the  path  leading  to 
No.  13. 

“We’ll  soon  knock  that  little  g$me  !’*  exclaimed  Old  King 
Brady.  “No  use  in  laying  trains  while  w7e  are  around.” 

He  fumbled  in  one  of  his  secret  pockets  and  produced  a 
pair  of  nippers. 

Crawling  under  the  mill  with  Mark  to  hold  the  light, 
Old  King  Brady  cut  the  fuse  aw7ay  from  each  cartridge  and 
then  carefully  restored  the  loose  earth  as  he  had  found  it. 

“There!”  he  exclaimed.  “That  fills  the  bill.  Now  let 
us  make  a  strike  for  Mill  No.  13.” 

“Then  you  don’t  intend  to  go  back  and  look  up  the 
secret  door  and  find  your  partner?”  demanded  Mark,  in 
some  surprise. 

“Not  I !  It  is  enough  to  know7  that  Harry  is  alive.  Tie’ll 
take  rare  of  himself  all  right  if  he  has  managed  to  hold  his 
end  this  long.” 

“He  must  be  a  sharp  one.** 

“That’s  what  he  is.” 
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“I  should  like  to  meet  him.” 

“  Probably  you  will  have  the  chance  before  long.  It 
looks  to  me  as  though  this  case  was  closing  in  pretty  fast.” 

“But  what  can  be  their  idea  in  trying  to  blow  up  this 
property.  It  beats  me  why  they  should  want  to  destroy  so 
valuable  a  plant  which  is  giving  them  a  chance  to  rob  the 
company  every  day,  according  to  you.” 

The  old  detective  made  no  reply. 

He  saw  that  Mark  was  one  of  those  who  would  never  let 
up  on  a  subject  once  he  got  started. 

Taking  the  path  which  led  around  the  end  of  the  hill, 
Old  King  Brady  started  for  No.  13. 

“Keep  as  close  to  the  trees  as  possible,”  he  said  to  Mark. 
“If  there  is  any  way  of  avoiding  it  we  don’t  want  to  be 
seen.” 

There  was  little  talking  done  after  that. 

As  they  drew  near  the  mill  Old  King  Brady  dodged  into 
the  woods  and  began  climbing  the  hill. 

“We’ll  strike  it  in  the  rear,”  he  said.  “It  will  never  do 
to  come  right  up  in  front ;  more  than  likely  they  have  some¬ 
one  on  guard.” 

At  the  top  of  the  rise  the  detective  halted  again. 

“Do  you  hear  anything,  Mr.  Bannister?.”  he  whispered. 

“It  would  almost  seem  as  if  the  mill  was  running.” 

“You  think  you  can  hear  the  stamps?” 

“It  seems  so  to  me.  I  may  be  mistaken,  though.” 

“No,  you  are  not  mistaken.  I  hear  it.  I  wanted  to  see 
if  you  did,  too.  They  are  running  full  blast  down  there, 
all  right.” 

“What  can  it  mean?” 

“Why,  it  seems  to  be  plain  enough.  They  are  working 
up  the  stolen  gold  ore  into  bullion.” 

“And  Uncle  Joe  at  the  head  of  such  operation!  It 
seems  incredible.” 

,  “Nothing  incredible  about  it,  my  friend.  A  man  never 
knows  the  true  inwardness  about  his  own  relations.  He 
thinks  of  them  just  the  opposite  to  what  they  really  are  in 
nine  cases  out  of  ten.” 

“Fll  know  the  truth  about  Uncle  Joe  if  it  takes  a  leg.” 

“It  will  be  quickest  learned  by  our  getting  down  to  the 
top  of  the  tunnel  where  we  can  get  a  look  at  No.  13,  and  let 
me  advise  absolute  silence.  These  fellows  must  have  their 
watchers  out,  and  there  may  be  some  of  them  here  on  this 
hill.” 

They  sneaked  on  toward  the  brow  of  the  hill  where  the 
runway  from  the  tunnel  was. 

All  this  time  the  sounds  of  the  working  machinery  were 
distinctly  heard,  and  what  was  more,  they  could  see  the 
reflection  of  lights  upon  the  trees. 

Then  in  an  instant  a  sharp,  piercing  whistle  rang  out. 

“All  done,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “We  are  discovered.” 

They  waited,  listening  breathlessly. 

Now  not  a  sound  was  to  be  heard. 

Soon  venturing  forward  they  stood  on  top  of  the  tunnel 
;;nd  looked  down  upon  Mill  No.  13. 

Tt  was  hard  to  believe  that  there  was  any  business  doing 
there,  for  all  was  dark  and  as  silent  as  the  grave. 


■» 

CHAPTER  VII. 

WORKING  FOR  BULLION  BILL. 

Young  King  Brady’s  experiences  during  that  week  after 
he  was  initiated  into  Bullion  Bill’s  secrets  must  now  be 
related. 

After  exhibiting  the  great  piles  of  gold  ore  to  his  new 
recruit,  Bullion  Bill  whistled  and  the  masked  men  came 
through  the  secret  door. 

“We  will  have  to  blindfold  you  again,  Jack,”  said  Bull¬ 
ion  Bill.  “Our  rule  is  that  for  a  new  recruit  one  month 
must  pass  before  he  is  fully  initiated  into  our  secrets  or 
allowed  to  leave  us.  We  don’t  want  von  to  consider  yourself 
a  prisoner,  but  at  the  same  time  I  advise  you  as  a  friend 
not  to  pull  out  until  you  get  the  word.” 

Harry  assured  him  that  he  had  no  such  intention,  and 
he  was  then  led  out  of  the  treasure-room  and,  as  near  as 
he  could  figure  it,  through  several  underground  passages. 

At  last  when  the  halt  came  and  the  bag  was  pulled  off  his 
head,  Young  King  Brady  found  himself  in  just  the  situa¬ 
tion  he  expected. 

He  was  in  a  cave  fitted  up  for  the  use  of  this  crooked 
band.  / 

The  cave  appeared  to  be  of  considerable  size. 

It  was  divided  into  several  rooms  separated  from  each 
other  by  heavy  curtains  hung  from  iron  rods. 

There  was  no  masking  here. 

Young  King  Brady  found  himself  in  the  largest  of  these 
cave-rooms  surrounded  by  ten  young  men,  several  of  whom 
he  remembered  to  have  seen  at  Black  Creek. 

All  shook  hands  with  him  and  gave  him  a  word  of  wel¬ 
come. 

A  blazing  fire  over  against  the  wall  of  the  cave  made  the 
place  bright  and  cheerful,  the  smoke  being  carried  off  in 
some  mysterious  way  did  not  interfere  with  the  comfort 
of  these  young  cave-dwellers  in  the  least. 

Bullion  Bill  was  not  present,  nor  was  the  girl  Alice. 

“And  now,  Jack,  you  want  to  make  yourself  at  home,” 
said  a  big,  strapping  young  fellow  who  had  been  introduced 
to  Harry  under  the  name  of  Tom  Clegg.  “There’s  no  work 
till  to-morrow  night.  All  you  have  to  do  is  to  eat,  sleep 
and  make  yourself  happy.  If  you  want  to  take  a  hand  in  a 
game  of  poker  there  will  be  something  doing  in  that  line 
in  a  few  minutes.  If  you  play  the  banjo,  I’ve  got  one,  al¬ 
though  I  can’t  play  it  very  well.  If  you  know  any  good 
stories  to-night  will  be  the  time  to  tell  them,  and  so,  as  I 
said  before,  just  make  yourself  at  home.” 

Harry  found  the  boys  a  jolly  set,  although  they  were 
mostly  of  tlie  rough-and-tumble  sort. 

As  it  happens,  Young  King  Brady  is  a  fine  performer  on 
the  banjo,  has  a,  good  voice  and  knows  how  to  use  it. 

Tom  Clegg  brought  out  his  instrument  and  Harry  soon 
had  all  hands  around  him  listening  to  his  playing  and 
singing. 
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This  lasted  for  awhile  and  then  the  poker  game  was 
started. 

It  was  a  penny-ante  affair;  nobody  seemed  to  have  much 
money,  and  Harry  joined  in. 

The  play  lasted  till  midnight.  There  was  no  drinking. 

Tom  Clegg  informed  Young  King  Brady  that  no  liquor 
was  allowed  while  they  were  “on  duty,”  as  he  termed  it; 
but  that  every  Thursday  all  hands  went  to  Black  Creek, 
where  they  got  whatever  they  wanted  at  the  Grubstake 
free. 

When  the  game  broke  up  Harry  was  conducted  to  one 
of  the  rooms  partitioned  off  by  the  curtain,  where  there 
was  a  mattress  thrown  down  with  pillows  and  plenty  of 
blankets. 

It  was  a  relief  to  find  that  he  was  going  to  have  the  place 
to  himself. 

Tom  Clegg  informed  him  that  each  had  their  own  room. 

Next  morning  Harry  was  up  by  seven  o’clock,  and,  push¬ 
ing  aside  the  curtain,  he  walked  back  to  the  main  cave 
where  he  had  spent  the  evening  with  the  boys. 

Here  a  long  table  had  been  set  for  breakfast. 

It  was  formed  by  boards  laid  along  on  mason’s  horses, 
with  chairs  set  for  twelve. 

Back  in  the  recesses  of  the  cave  a  light  could  be  seen 
and  the  savory  smell  of  cooking  beefsteak  filled  the  place. 

Presently  the  girl  Alice  appeared,  carrying  a  huge  platter 
of  bread  and  a  dish  of  butter. 

“Hello!”  she  exclaimed.  “So  you  have  waked  up,  have 
you?  We  shall  soon  have  some  breakfast.  Say,  you  play 
the  banjo  fine.  I  thought  I  knew  something  about  it,  but 
you  beat  me.” 

“Oh,  it’s  nothing,”  replied  Harry.  “You  can  do  the 
same  on  the  guitar.” 

“Can  you  play  a  guitar,  Jack?” 

“A  little.” 

“I’d  like  to  bet  you  know  mo^e  about  it  than  I  do.  Mebbe 
you  will  get  a  chance  to  show  me  by  and  by,  but  I  must  go 
now,  for  here  comes  my  mother.  She  don’t  like  to  see  me 
talking  to  the  boys.” 

Alice  vanished  then,  and  in  a  minute  a  woman  appeared 
carrying  a  panful  of  apples,  one  of  which  she  put  at  each 
plate. 

She  was  a  dejected-looking  person,  and  Harry,  as  he 
stood  by  the  fire,  saw  that  she  bore  a  strong  resemblance  to 

Bullion  Bill. 

In  a  moment  she  had  vanished  without  speaking  a  word, 
and  indeed  scarcely  glancing  at  Harry. 

A  little  later  she  reappeared  ringing  a  bell  furiously. 

This  soon  brought  the  boys  to  breakfast,  and  a  very  good 
one  it  proved  to  be.  ** 

They  were  waited  upon  by  the  woman,  and  Harry  saw 
nothing  more  of  Alice  that  day. 

All  through  the  morning  and  on  until  night  there  was 
nothing  doing  at  the  cave. 

The  poker  playing  was  resumed,  the  hoys  told  stories  and 
there  was  music,  with  an  excellent  dinner  at  noon  and  sup¬ 
per  about  six  o’clock.  » 


It  was  about  as  slow  a  day  as  Harry  had  ever  put  in, 
and  one  full  of  anxiety,  too,  for  he  dreaded  discovery  at 
any  moment. 

It  is  no  light  matter  to  put  oneself  into  the  power  of  one 
of  these  Western  gangs. 

Immediately  after  supper  Bullion  Bill  put  in  an  appear¬ 
ance,  and  then  everybody  got  busy. 

The  King  of  Black  Creek  led  the  boys  through  a  long 
underground  passage  which  appeared  to  have  been  an  old 
mine  tunnel,  and  after  one  or  two  turns  they  passed  into  the 
treasure-room. 

Here  a  door  was  opened  into  another  tunnel. 

The  door  was  an  ingeniously-contrived  affair  consisting 
of  a  wooden  frame  into  which  rough  pieces  of  stone  had 
been  cemented. 

Seen  from  the  other  side,  as  Young  King  Brady  after¬ 
wards  learned,  it  bore  such  a  close  resemblance  to  the  wall 
of  the  tunnel  that  only  a  very  sharp  person  could  have  de¬ 
tected  the  fraud. 

Through  this  tunnel  the  men  were  hurried,  and  in  a  mo¬ 
ment  they  came  out  upon  a  quartz  mill,  where  they  were 
met  by  an  elderly  man  whom  Bullion  Bill  addressed  as 
“Boss  Blake.” 

Then  what  Old  King  Brady  had  seen  took  place. 

For  three  hours  the  men  carried  bags  of  gold  ore  from 
Mill  No.  14  to  the  treasure-room,  where  it  was  dumped  with 
the  rest. 

And  yet  so  great  was  the  supply  of  ore  at  No.  14  that 
what  was  taken  was  scarcely  missed. 

The  work  was  over  by  ten  o’clock  and  the  boys  returned 
to  the  treasure-room,  Boss  Blake  closing  the  door  behind 
them. 

Harry  supposed  that  they  were  through,  but  it  proved  to 
be  nothing  of  the  sort. 

Bullion  Bill  now  opened  another  door  at  the  side  of  the 
treasure-room,  disclosing  still  another  tunnel. 

This  was  a  narrow  affair  and  appeared  to  be  more  recent 
than  the  one  leading  from  the  cave. 

It  was  only  about  two  hundred  feet  long,  and  it  led  them 
into  a  remote  part  of  their  cave,  which  they  crossed,  halt¬ 
ing  then  before  still  another  door. 

This  Bullion  Bill  opened  and*  Harry  saw  that  they  had 
come  into  Mill  No.  13. 

But  they  had  not  come  empty-handed. 

Each  man  had  brought  his  bag  of  ore  along. 

The  contents  of  these  bags  were  tumbled  into  the  re¬ 
ceivers  of  the  great  crushers,  and  while  Harry  and  two 
others  returned  to  the  treasure-room  for  more.  Bullion 
Bill  and  the  rest  began  to  prepare,  for  business. 

hire  was  built  under  the  boilers  in  the  engine-room,  the 
greased  machinery  was  carefully  wiped  and  everything  put 
in  readiness  for  work. 

As  he  came  and  went  with  his  precious  load,  Harry  saw 
and  learned  a  lot. 

Tom  Clegg,  who  worked  with  him.  had  grown  more  com¬ 
municative  now,  and  it  was  easy  to  pump  him  up  to  a  cer¬ 
tain  point. 
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When  at  last,  away  along  in  the  small  hours  of  the  morn¬ 
ing,  Harry  got  back  to  bed,  he  felt  that  he  understood  the 

whole  game. 

Boss  Blake  was  robbing  the  Golden  Dream  at  No.  14, 
and  with  Bullion  Bill's  help  was  working  up  the  ore  in 

Mill  No.  13. 

One  of  the  men  who  had  worked  with  Harry  was  an 
expert  chemist,  so  it  appeared;  others  were  skilled  mill 
men  who  knew  their  business. 

Everything  pointed  to  the  idea  that  Bullion  Bill  was 
preparing  to  get  away  with  the  great  mass  of  gold  ore  in 
the  treasure-room  just  as  soon  as  possible,  for  Harry 
learned  that  the  mill  was  to  be  run  all  day  Sunday  and  up 
to  Monday  noon,  after  which  it  would  be  closed  down  until 
the  next  Saturday  night. 

During  the  week  which  followed  Young  King  Brady  and 
the  others  were  kept  busy  each  day,  and  Harry  felt  that  he 
had  pretty  well  gained  the  confidence  of  the  gang. 

The  bullion  turned  out  in  that  Sunday’s  run  was  care¬ 
fully  packed  in  boxes,  more  ore  was  carried  down  from 
the  treasure-room  and  plaecd  in  the  upper  cave  close  to  the 
door  leading  into  Mill  No.  13. 

-  In  this  way  the  treasure-room  was  emptied  during  that 
week. 

Harry  now  knew  that  the  grand  clean-up  wras  to  be  made 
during  the  week  following,  when  it  was  intended  to  run 
Mill  No.  13  continuously  with  a  guard  stationed  in  the 
woods  around  it  ready  to  shoot  anyone  who  ventured  near. 

What  the  yield  in  gold  was  expected  to  be  Young  King 
Brady  could  not  learn,  but  he  knew  that  it  was  enormous. 

From  remarks  dropped  by  Bullion  Bill  himself  he  knew 
also  that  this  deal  was  to  be  the  last,  and  that  once  the 
bullion  was  delivered  at  Deadwood  all  hands  were  to  sepa¬ 
rate.  5 

Bill  spoke  of  going  to  Europe,  and  twice  he  asked  Harry 
how  he  would  like  to  go  with  him. 

Further,  Young  King  Brady  learned  that  Tom  Clegg 
had  played  the  headless  ghost,  arranging  the  deception  just 
as  Old  King  Brady  had  imagined. 

Alice  had  done  the  singing  ghost's  part,  of  course. 

Harry  learned  that  the  woman  who  acted  as  cook  was 
Alice’s  mother  and  the  sister  of  Bullion  Bill. 

And  thus  by  his  shrewdness  in  working  in  with  the  gang, 
Young  King  Brady  had  completely  solved  the  mystery. 

Only  thing  was  to  get  away,  connect  with  his  chief  and 
thus  make  some  use  of  the  information  he  had  gained ;  but 
this  was  by  no  means  an  easy  thing  to  do,  for  there  were 
three  of  his  companions  who,  although  they  worked  with 
the  rest,  were  constantly  watching. 

Torn  Clegg  declared  that  they  were  Bill’s  particular 
chums,  and  that  they  had  standing  orders  to  shoot  anyone 
who  attempted  to  break  the  rules  of  the  band. 

Thus  matters  stood  when,  on  the  next  Saturday,  Old 
Uing  Brady  and  Marcus  Bannister  took  a  hand  in  the 
game. 

Bullion  Bill  appeared  not  to  have  the  least  suspicion  that 

the  detectives  were  after  him. 


As  for  the  visit  Old  King  Brady  and  Harry  had  paid  to 
Mill  13  on  the  night  the  “ghosts”  appeared,  it  had  been 
several  times  discussed  in  Young  King  Brady’s  presence, 
and  he  knew  that  they  were  supposed  to  have  been  only  a 
couple  of  tramps. 

Late  on  that  Saturday  afternoon  wrhile  Harry,  Tom 
Clegg  and  a  man  named  Bill  Burke  were  at  work  in  the 
upper  cave  sorting  ore  ready  to  charge  the  big  crushing 
machines  later,  Alice  suddenly  appeared  among  them  carry¬ 
ing  her  guitar  slung  over  her  shoulder  and  a  lantern  in 
her  hand. 

All  three  looked  up  in  surprise,  for  the  girl  did  not  often 
show  herself,  although  Harry  had  been  told  that  whenever 
Bullion  Bill  for  any  reason  could  not  come  up  from  Black 
Creek  to  look  after  his  own  business  he  always  sent  his 
orders  by  special  messenger  to  his  niece,  and  that  she  made 
it  her  business  to  see  that  they  were  carried  out. 

“Hello,  Tom !”  cried  Alice,  “Hello  Bill  and  hello  to  you, 
Jack  Durand.  Orders  are  that  you  are  to  quit  work  here 
in  an  hour  and  get  up  to  No.  14.” 

“What’s  that  for?”  demanded  Tom  Clegg. 

“Here  are  your  orders  written  out,”  replied  Alice,  hand¬ 
ing  Tom  a  letter.  “Jack  has  different  ones,  and  I  am  to 
give  him  his  at  another  time.” 

Tom  took  the  letter  and,  holding  it  up  to  the  light  of 
the  hanging  lantern  overhead,  hurriedly  read  it. 

“For  heaven  sake  !”  he  exclaimed.  “What  is  Bullion  Bill 
up  to  now?  Say,  Bill,  we  are  to  put  seven  sticks  of  dyna¬ 
mite  under  Mill  14  and  lay  a  train  so  that  the  blamed  old 
place  can  be  blown  to  pieces  any  time.” 

Here  was  serious,  business. 

Murder  was  evidently  in  the  wind. 

“That’s  all  right,  anything  the  boss  says  goes,”  growled 
Burke. 

But  Harry  said  nothing. 

Alice  had  tipped  him  the  wink  and  Young  King  Brady 
was  waiting,  wondering  what  his  orders  were  going  to  bev_ 
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“If  anyone  was  running  that  mill  they  have  stopped 
work  mightv  sudden,”  Mark  Bannister  exclaimed. 

“Hush!  Not  a  loud  word!”  breathed  Old  King  Brady. 
“We  are  discovered.  That  we  are  in  the  greatest  danger 
there  can  be  no  doubt.” 

“You  think  so?”  demanded  Mark. 

“Think  so  !  I  know  it !  Back  to  the  woods,  man  !  Not  a 
second  to  be  lost !” 

They  stepped  back  among  the  trees,  retracing  their  steps 
up  the  hill  with  all  speed. 

Now  that  it  is  no  easy  matter  to  find  one’s  way  in  the 
woods  at  night  is  something  pretty  generally  known. 
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Mark  Bannister  did  not  seem  to  fully  appreciate  this, 
however. 

“Come  on!  Come  on!”  he  exclaimed,  in  a  whisper. 
“We  can  run  up  here  a  little  way  and  then  lie  low.  If 
there  is  anyone  around  they  will  soon  show  themselves.” 

“Wait !”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “Let  us  make  sure  of 
the  lay  of  the  land  first.  Keep  more  to  the  left.  There 
should  be  a  grove  of  hemlocks  right  here.  There  is  no  bet¬ 
ter  place  in  which  to  hide.” 

Just  then  they  heard  voices  on  their  left  and  a  light  was 
seen  flashing  among  the  trees. 

“Halt!”  whispered  Old  King  Brady.  “We  are  in  for  it. 
We  have  been  seen  and  they  are  searching  for  us.” 

“What  is  to  be  done?” 

“Keep  on  as  you  are  going.  We  will  strike  back  over  the 
hill  toward  No.  14.” 

They  kept  on  for  a  short  time. 

The  light  seemed  to  follow  them,  but  there  was  no  call¬ 
ing  out. 

At  last  the  light  went  up  in  the  air  as  if  someone  had 
hung  a  lantern  on  the  branch  of  a  tree. 

After  that  it  did  not  move. 

“They  have  halted,  whoever  they  are,”  said  Old  King 
Brady;  “let  us  wait  here  a  minute  and  see  what  comes 
next.” 

They  waited  for  some  time,  but  the  light  did  not  alter 
its  position. 

“Wait  here,  Mr.  Bannister,”  said  the  detective;  “I  will 
creep  up  to  the  place  and  see  what  is  doing.” 

“Let  me  go  with  you.” 

“Not  on  any  account.  I  am  more  used  to  this  sort  of 
business  than  you  are.  It  is  probably  only  a  bait,  but  I 
want  to  know  all  about  it.  I  think  I  might  find  my  way 
back,  but  upon  my  word,  I  don’t  feel  so  sure  of  finding  my 
wray  to  No.  14  unless  I  can  have  a  light.” 

Thus  saying,  Old  King  Brady  hurried  in  the  direction 
of  the  light,  which  was  at  no  great  distance  away. 

It  was  not  absolutely  dark  now,  for  the  moon  had  risen. 

The  detective  carefully  noted  the  different  trees  as  lie 
passed  them  so  as  to  be  able  to  find  his  way  back  again. 

He  had  also  told  Mark  to  give  an  answering  whistle  when 
he  whistled  in  case  he  should  become  mixed  up. 

He  had  hardly  started  before  he  heard  Mark  crashing 
about,  breaking  twigs  and  making  a  racket  generally. 

“  Confound  the  man  !  Why  can’t  he  keep  quiet  ?”  thought 
the  old  detective.  “I  shall  have  to  go  back  again !” 

It  was  time ! 

Already  the  light  was  on  the  move  again. 

It  came  rapidly  forward. 

Old  King  Brady  was  exasperated. 

The  light  had  served  its  purpose  as  a  bait  and  now  the 
enemy  was  upon  them. 

Suddenly  matters  grew  worse. 

“Now  there  were  two  lights. 

“They  are  closing  in  on  us!”  thought  Old  King  Brady, j 
and  he  started  to  run,  whistling  as  he  went.  ' 


Immediately  Mark  answered,  but  the  whistle  came  from 
behind  Old  King  Brady. 

“  Deuce  take  the  fellow !  He  started  to  follow  me  and 
has  missed  it  altogether,”  thought  the  old  detective.  “They 
wi  11  get  him  now  sure  I” 

The  next  instant  revolvers  were  banging  and  loud  shouts 
were  heard. 

“Here  he  is !  I’ve  got  him  !” 

“Have  you  shot  him?  Is  he  dead?” 

“I  reckon  he  is.” 

“Who  is  he,  anyhow?” 

“Can’t  tell  you.  Some  tramp  or  another.”  • 

“Kill  him  !  It’s  the  boss’s  orders  !  Don’t  hold  back  !” 

“He’s  fixed  as  it  is.  Come  on!  They  are  waiting  for 
the  word  down  at  No.  13.  Boss  Blake  will  be  as  mad  as 
thunder  if  he  has  to  keep  shut  down  for  long.” 

The  second  light  had  rejoined  the  first  now,  and  both 
moved  off  in  the  direction  of  the  mill. 

Old  King  Brady  was  in  despair. 

“If  they  have  killed  that  man  I’ve  got  a  bag  of  trouble 
on  my  hands, ”  he  thought.  “Why  in  thunder  couldn’t  he 
stay  where  I  left  him  ?  It  is  so  hard  to  work  with  a  person 
not  used  to  this  business  of  ours.” 

He  waited  until  the  lights  had  disappeared  and  then 
started  to  find  Mark. 

This  meant  a  good  half  hour’s  hunt,  for  Old  King  Brady 
got  turned  around  in  fine  shape,  too. 

In  self-defense  he  had  to  use  his  dark-lantern. 

This,  however,  seemed  to  attract  no  attention,  for  at1 
was  still  in  the  woods  now. 

At  last,  just  as  he  was  about  to  give  up  in  despair.  Old 
King  Brady  heard  a  faint  voice  calling: 

“Mr.  Brady!  Is  that  you?”  ’  • 

It  was  an  immense  relief. 

“That  you,  Mr.  Bannister?”  answered  the  detective. 

“Yes,”  was  the  reply.  “Come  on  as  you  are.  I  can  see 
you,  although  you  don't  see  me !” 

“Are  you  much  hurt?” 

“  I  have  been  shot.  1  don’t  think  it  is  serious,  though.  1 
saw  your  light  moving  about,  but  I  didn't  dare  to  call  be¬ 
fore,  for  I  thought  it  might  be  the  enemy.  Come  right 
on ! 

In  a  moment  Old  King  Brady  was  right  up  to  him. 

Mark  sat  under  a  tall  pine  looking  rather  sick. 

“I  got  it  in  the  shoulder,”  he  said.  “I  fired  back,  but  I 
must  have  missed.  If  I  hadn’t  fainted  it  would  have  been 
all  day  with  me,  I  guess.  They  must  have  thought  I  was 
dead.” 

“But  why  did  you  move?  I  don’t  want  to  reproach  you, 

'  ^  could  you  not  have  stayed  still,  as 

I  told  you?” 

“ 1  wanted  to  be  in  it,  Mr.  Brady,  that’s  all.  I  thought  T 
could  follow  you  without  your  knowing  it  and  so  be  on  hand ' 1 
in  case  of  trouble.” 

“You  have  got  the  trouble  all  right.” 

“And  have  knocked  out  our  work  for  to-night  T  sup¬ 
pose.” 
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“Never  mind.  Let  us  see  liow  badly  you  are  hurt.  We 
seem  to  have  this  place  to  ourselves  now.” 

Placing  the  lantern  on  the  ground.  Old  King  Brady  as¬ 
sisted  Mark  to  bare  his  wound. 

It  was  by  no  means  serious. 

With  the  point  of  his  knife  the  old  detective  was  able  to 
pick  out  the  bullet. 

Bleeding  had  already  ceased,  and  after  the  wound  had 
been  bound  up  Mark  declared  that  he  felt  able  to  get  on 

the  move. 

“The  thing  is  to  get  off  this  hill,'  and  I  don't  care  so 
much  which  side  we  do  it  on,”  said  Old  King  Brady;  “but 
I'll  set  my  compass  for  No.  14.” 

They  pushed  on  slowly,  for  Mark  felt  decidedly  weak. 

It  was  only  a  few  minutes  before  they  came  out  into  the 

open. 

Below  them  in  the  valley  a  light  could  be  seen  burning. 

“That’s  14,”  said  Mark,  decidedly. 

“  Sure  ?”  asked  the  old  detective. 

“Positive.” 

“  How  do  you  tell  ?” 

^  “By  the  shape  of  the  building.  Come  on.” 

They  descended  the  hill,  coming  presently  to  the  tunnel, 
and  then  they  knew  they  were  right. 

“It  must  be  that  Uncle  Joe  has  returned,”  said  Mark. 
“I  am  feeling  mighty  weak.  Mr.  Brady,  I  wish  you  could 
make  up  your  mind  to  tackle  him.  Arrest  him  and  I’ll 
make  him  confess.  It  will  give  me  a  chance  to  pull  myself 
together,  at  all  events.” 

“It  will  spoil  everything,”  said  the  old  detective.  “What 
we  want  is  to  catch  these  fellows  red-handed  and  break  up 
the  whole  gang.  We  have  evidence  enough  now  to  show 
that  there  is  crooked  work  in  progress.  I  say,  let  us  get 
over  to  No.  1  and  collect  a  force  of  miners  and  then  descend 
upon  these  people  in  the  early  morning.  You  say  the 
superintendent  of  No.  1  is  to  be  depended  upon?” 

“Absolutely,  but  it’s  five  miles  there.  I  can  never  walk 
it.” 

“Can  you  ride  a  horse?” 

“I  think  I  could.” 

“Then  it  would  be  worth  our  while  to  look  in  the  barn 
and  see  if  there  isn’t  at  least  one  left.  But  you  stop  here 
and  I’ll  push  on  to  the  mill  and  find  out  what  that  light 

means.” 

“That  will  be  better,”  replied  Mark,  dropping  down  upon 
a  rock.  “I  am  so  tired  now  that  I  feel  as  if  I  could  not  go 
another  step.” 

“You  won’t  fool  me  this  time,  then?” 

“Indeed  no.  You  may  depend  upon  me.” 

~~  “Then  I  am  off!”  r 

The  old  detective  hurried  down  the  hill. 

The  light  shonp  from  the  window  of  the  office  of  the 
mill,  which  in  this  case  was  in  the  building  itself. 

Creeping  up,  Old  King  Bradv  peered  in. 

j\  Krnp  was  burning  on  the  desk,  but  there  was  no  one 
visible. 


Old  King  Brady  waited  some  time,  expecting  to  see  some¬ 
one  put  in  an  appearance,  but  no  one  did. 

“I  shall  have  to  get  inside  there  and  investigate,”  he 
thought.  “Perhaps  it’s  only  another  bait.” 

He  tried  the  door  and  it  yielded  to  his  touch. 

As  he  stepped  inside  there  was  a  rustle  without  and  a 
girl  came  in  through  the  door.  *  . 

“Oh,  Mr.  Blake!”  she  exclaimed.  “I  came  to - ” 

Then  there  was  a  scream,  and  if  Old  King  Brady  had 
not  been  quick  she  would  have  escaped  him. 

He  sprang  forward,  caught  her  by  the  shoulder  and  slung 
her  roughly  into  the  office. 

Instantly  the  girl  drew  a  revolver  from  the  folds  of  her 
dress. 

“I’ll  fix  you!”  she  cried,  but  the  detective  was  too  quick 
for  her  and  struck  the  revolver  from  the  girl’s  hand. 

“None  of  that!”  he  exclaimed,  drawing  his  own  weapon 
and  covering  the  girl.  “Who  are  you  and  what  brings  you 
here  at  this  hour  of  the  night?” 

It  was  Alice,  of  course. 

Old  King  Brady  instantly  recognized  her  as  the  ghost. 

“It’s  none  of  your  business,  and  I  won't  tell  you,” 
whined  the  girl.  “I  warn  you,  though!  I  have  friends 
close  at  hand.  You  are  as  good  as  dead  if  you  attempt  to 
interfere  with  me.” 

“No  one  proposes  to  harm  you,  miss.  What’s  your 
name?”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “You  will  give  an  account 
of  yourself,  though,  just  the  same.” 

“I  won’t  do  it  for  you.” 

“Very  well!  Then  look  out  for  trouble!” 

“What  trouble,  you  old  tramp?  I  am  going  to  scream. 
Then  wait  and  see.” 

Old  King  Brady  saw  but  one  thing  to  do. 

He  could  not  let  the  girl  go  to  give  the  alarm  to  the  rest 
of  the  gang.  It  was  absolutely  necessary  to  hold  her. 

Quick  as  thought  he  whipped  out  a  pair  of  handcuffs, 
flung  himself  upon  the  girl,  backed  her  against  the  wall 
and,  in  spite  of  her  struggles,  clapped  the  bracelets  onY 

Now,  no  man  can  do  the  handcuff  act  any  better  than 
Old  King  Brady. 

It  took  him  but  a  few  seconds  to  accomplish  his  purpose, 
but  he  could  not  stop  the  girl's  screams. 

Thev  were  not  answered. 

*/ 

Backing  away,  Old  King  Brady  caught  his  breath. 

“You  think  you  a*re  awful  smart!”  snarled  Alice.  “I 
know  who  you  are.” 

“Well,  who?” 

“A  detective.  You  must  be.” 

“Why  must  I  be?” 

“Because  you  carry  handcuffs.” 

“Stick  to  your  idea.  I  have  got  you,  all  right.  I  daresay 
vou  are  one  of  the  gang  who  mean  to  blow  up. this  mill 
to-night.” 

“What — what  do  you  mean?” 

“You  know  well  enough,  and  now  give  an  account  of 
yourself  or  look  for  lots  of  trouble  ahead.” 

“What  trouble  can  you  make  me,  I’d  like  to  know?” 
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“Sit  down  in  that  chair.” 

“1  won't.  What  do  you  moan  to  do?” 

‘‘Sit  down  before  1  force  you  to.  1  mean  to  put  you 
in  such  a  position  that  you  can't  interfere  with  my  plans, 
and  I  shall  do  it,  too.  11a !  Some  of  your  friends  coming ! 
I'll  make  short  work  of  them!” 

Quick  footsteps  were  heard  outside.  Someone  was  com¬ 
ing  across  the  yard. 

Cocking  his  revolver,  Old  King  Brady  took  his  place 
alongside  the  door,  but  in  such  a  position  that  he  could 
not  be  seen  by  anyone  looking  in  at  the  window. 

The  footsteps  came  on  and  then  halted. 

Alice  looked  as  though  she  was  going  to  scream  again, 
but  she  did  not.  Her  face  wore  an  air  of  eager  expectancy. 

Suddenly  someone  sprang  up  the  steps  and  the  door  flew 
open. 

“Halt !  Throw  up  your  hands !”  cried  Old  King  Brady. 
The  answer  was  a  laugh. 

“Why,  Governor,  would  you  shoot  me?” 

It  was  Young  King  Brady  who  had  come  bursting  into 

the  mill. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

MARK  BANNISTER  CAPTURES  A  WIFE. 

The  light  had  been  in  Old  King  Brady's  eyes  and  he  had 
not  recognized  Harry  at  first  sight. 

Now  he  sprang  forward  and  Alice's  jaw  dropped  as  she 
saw  the  two  shaking  hands. 

“It  would  seem  that  you  two  are  pretty  well  acquainted 
with  each  other,”  she  qxclaimed,  sneeringly.  “Never  mind  ! 
You  can  never  escape  the  boss,  Jack  Durand !” 

“Jack  nothing!”  replied  Harry.  “That  farce  is  over. 
I  am  this  gentleman’s  friend.  I’m  all  done  with  that  other 
game.” 

“Anybody  else  likely  to  pounce  on  us,  Harry?”  demand¬ 
ed  the  old  detective. 

“Not  for  some  time.  We  two  are  supposed  to  be  on  guard 
here.  Eve  got  a  lot  to  tell  you,  and - ” 

“Wait!  We  will  talk  before  a  friend  of  mine  who  is 
waiting  outside.  I'll  bring  him  right  in.” 

Old  King  Brady  hurried  off  to  get  Mark. 

Then  Alice  burst  out  into  a  torrent  of  abuse. 

“You  have  deceived  me!”  she  cried.  “You  are  a  detec¬ 
tive,  too.” 

“That’s  what  I  am,”  said  Harry,  coolly,  “but  don’t  you 
worry.  You  meant  to  give  the  snap  away  to  Mr.  Blake.” 

“I  meant  to  save  Mr.  Blake’s  life,  but  that  was  all.  I 
have  reasons  for  that,  too.” 

“T  daresay,  yon  had  better  calm  down  and  get  on  the 
band  wagon  while  there  is  time.” 

“T  don’t  know  what  you  mean,  and  T  don't  care.  A  hun¬ 
dred  detectives  could  not  down  Dnele  Bill.  He  is  sure  to 
get  you  all  in  the  end.” 


“BULLION  BILL” 


“  And  in  the  meantime  we  have  got  you,” 

“Never  mind.  My  time  will  come.  Who  are  you,  any¬ 


way  ?” 

“I’m  not  telling.”  1 

“Well,  I  can  guess,  I  reckon.  An  old  man  and  a  young 
one  working  together.  Yffiu  are  the  Bradys,  of  course.  I 
told  Uncle  Bill  so  the  night  I  saw  you  together  in  No.  13, 
but  he  laughed  at  me.  He  said  you  wouldn’t  dare.” 

“It  seems  we  did  dare,  then,  but  if  you  recognized  me  in 
the  mill,  how  is  it  you  didn’t  recognize  me  afterwards?” 

“Oh,  you  know  how  to  change  your  appearance.  Never 
mind,  my  time  will  come.” 

“You  said  that  before.  Why  were  you  so  anxious  to  save 
Mr.  Blake?” 

None  of  your  business.” 

You  are  polite.  I— 


U  ■ 
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Oh,  oh !”  screamed  Alice  all  of  a  sudden. 

Two  figures  had  just  passed  the  office  window  and  the 
light  was  bright  enough  to  allow  their  faces  to  be  seen. 

It  was  Old  King  Brady  and  Mark. 

Alice  buried  her  face  in  her  hands  and  burst  into  tears.. 

“Hello!  There  is  going  to  be  a  scene  here?”  thought 
Harry.  “What  in  thunder  can  it  mean?”  ^ ^ 

“And  this  is  the  girl  you  have  captured,”  said  Mark,  as 
he  staggered  into  the  room  and  dropped  into  a  chair.  “We 
must  make  her  talk  and  expose  this  plot.  Come,  young 
woman,  I  am  Marcus  Bannister,  vice  president  of  this 
mine.  I — Alice  !  For  heaven  sake  !” 

Alice  had  removed  her  hands  now  and  she  turned  her 
tear-stained  face  toward  the  light. 

Mark  staggered  to  his  feet. 

“And  so  it’s  you!”  he  exclaimed.  “The  belle  of  Dead- 
wood  last  winter !  The  girl  to  whom— 

“Stop,  Mark!” 

Alice  drew  herself  up  proudly. 

“Why  do  you  say  it?”  he  demanded.  “Have  you- 

He  paused. 

Old  King  Brady  had  checked  him  with  a  sign 

“Mr.  Bannister,”  said  the  old  detective,  “just  step  into 
the  inside  office  here  for  a  moment,  J  want  to  talk  to  you.” 

“Mark,  don't  listen  to  him!”  cried  the  girl.  “Hear  my 
story  first !” 

“Your  story  will  keep,  I  reckon,”  replied  Mark,  in  a 
strained  voice.  “I  want  time  to  think  until  I  know  why 
you  are  here.” 


“But  that  man  can’t  tell  you.  I  can  and  will.” 

“I'll  hear  your  side  of  the  business  later,  Alice.  Remem¬ 
ber  that  this  is  business,  and  very  serious,  too.  I  saw  the 
dynamite  cartridges  under  this  building  with  my  own 
eves.  Joseph  Blake  happens  to  be  mv  mother’s  brother, 
whatever  else  he  may  he.” 

“Yes,  and  it  was  for  your  sake  T  came  here  to  save  him, 
Mark!  Believe  me.  that  is  so.” 

“She  meant  to  save  him,”  said  Hnrrv.  “I  will  give  her 
credit  for  that.” 

Alice  glanced  at  him  gratefully. 


THE  BKADYS  AND  “BULLION  BILL.” 


“\ou  will  hear  me,  Mark!”  cried  the  girl.  “You  are 
in  the  greatest  danger.  You  must  not  stop  here.” 

“Mr.  Brady,  1  must  see  this  young  woman  alone  for  a 
few  minutes,”  said  Mark,  decidedly. 

“As  you  will,”  replied  the  old  detective.  “We  will  keep 
watch.  You  can  take  her  into  the  other  100m.” 

“Make  him  take  off  these  horrid  handcuffs,  Mark,”’ 
pleaded  Alice. 

“Not  yet,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “I  hold  the  key  to 
those  handcuffs,  and  I’ll  open  them  when  I  get  ready,  not 

before.” 

Aonng  Bannister  said  nothing,  but,  assisting  the  girl  to 
rise,  led  her  into  the  other  room  and  closed  the  door. 

“Come,”  said  Harry, "“this  is  a  great  start.  Lovers,  of 
course !” 

“It  must  be  so.  Probably  that  girl  doesn’t  spend  all  her 
time  here  in  this  place;  but  now,  Harry,  tell  me  quick, 
what  is  the  real  danger  of  an  attack  here?” 

“I  can't  tell  you.  Governor.  My  information  all  comes 
through  Alice.  The  orders  I  got  were  to  stay  here  until 
Mr.  Blake  came  and  then  fire  the  train  and  blow  up  the 
mill  while  he  was  here  in  the  office.” 

“Whose  orders  are  these?” 

“Bullion  Bill’s.” 

“Written?” 

“No;  the  boys  who  placed  the  dynamite  got  written 
orders.  Mine,  as  I  told  you,  came  through  Alice.” 

“But  the  girl  claims  that  she  was  here  to  save  Blake.” 

“It  is  true.  She  stayed  behind  to  give  him  warning.  I 
had  promised  her  not  to  fire  the  train  until  he  was  safely 
out  of  the  place.” 

“I  see.  And  her  reason?” 

“She  told  me  that  he  was  the  uncle  of  the  gentleman  to 
whom  she  was  engaged.” 

“Yes,  yes.  Then  it  is  all  plain.  In  some  way  Mark 
Bannister  has  been  deceived  about  the  girl.  It  will  end  up 
in  our  being  obliged  to  let  her  go.” 

“Who  is  the  man,  anyhow?  Is  he  actually  vice  president 
of  the  Golden  Dream?” 

“Certainly  he  is.  I  could  get  no  word  from  you,  so  I 
chased  down  to  Deadwood  and  got  him  to  lend  me  a 
hapd.” 

“How  came  he  to  be  wounded?” 

I  “Shot  up  in  the  woods  by  some  prowlers.  I  got  no  sight 
of  them.  Bullion  Bill’s  men,  I  suppose.” 

"Of  course.  Men  guarding  Mill  13.  There  is  a  big 
cave  under  that  hill,  Governor.  The  place  is  honeycombed 
with  tunnels.” 

v  “I  suppose  so.  How  came  they  there?” 

“According  to  Alice,  they  were  made  by  old  man  Diller, 
who  was  supposed  to  be  running  a  sheep  ranch  here  in 
early  days.  Actually  he  was  mining  and  his  shepherds 
wen;  really  miners.  He  took  out  a  fortune  and  he  and  his 
men  returned  to  Switzerland  with  it,  abandoning  the  ranch. 
That  i-  Alice’s  storv.  Some  of  the  tunnels  have  been 
JengtK-ned  by  Bullion  Bill’s  men  and  Mr.  Blake.” 

‘‘And  •  he  -ohcme  on  foot  now  is  what?” 
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“I  know  nothing.  I  have  seen  very  little  of  Bullion 
Bill.  Of  course,  I  have  picked  up  a  lot  of  general  infor¬ 
mation,  but  it  is  hardly  worth  while  to  go  into  that  now.” 

“Not  at  all.  It  will  keep.  Have  they  stolen  much 
gold  ?”  * 

“Lots  of  it.  You  would  be  surprised  if  you  knew  how 
much  has  been  carried  into  the  cave  during  the  last  week. 
But  say,  hadn't  we  better  snake  out  that  dynamite?  I 
didn’t  dare  touch  it  for  fear  I  was  being  watched.” 

“It  is  unnecessary  to  say  that  you  did  not  intend  to  blow 
up  the  mill.” 

“Certainly  not!”  laughed  Harry.  “Why  not  move  the 
cartridges  right  now?” 

“There  is  no  need.” 

“What!  You  have  had  a  hand  in  the  game?” 

“Hand  enough  to  cut  the  fuse  all  along  the  train.  Don’t 
worry.  Any  old  time  will  do  to  remove  them.  I  think — 
but  here  they  come  !” 

The  unlocking  of  the  door  which  Mark  had  fastened  on 
the  inside  cut  the  conversation  short. 

The  vice  president  of  the  Golden  Dream  came  out  with 
his  hand  resting  upon  Alice’s  shoulders. 

It  was  very  easy  to  see  which  way  things  had  gone. 

“Mr.  Brady,”  he  said,  “will  you  oblige  me  with  a  min¬ 
ute’s  private  talk?” 

“Certainly,”  replied  the  old  detective.  “If  there  is  any 
further  time  to  waste.” 

“It  will  not  be  time  wasted.  It  has  to  be.” 

“All  right;  then  let  us  get  right  down  to  it.  Shall  we 
go  into  the  other  room?” 

“If  you  please.” 

Old  King  Brady  led  the  way  in  and  Mark  followed  him, 
closing  the  door. 

“It  is  not  necessary  for  me  to  go  into  details,  I  suppose?” 
he  said,  ag  he  sank  down  into  Mr.  Blake’s  revolving  chair. 
“You  see  how  the  case  stands  between  that  girl  and  my¬ 
self.” 

“It  is  plain  enough  for  anyone  to  see.” 

“Then  I  need  only  tell  you  in  a  general  way  that  we  are 
engaged  to  be  married.  Alice  figured  in  Deadwood  society 
pretty  prominently  last  season  under  the  chaperonage  of  a 
rich  aunt — her  mother’s  sister.  I  supposed  her  to  be  in 
Europe,  and  naturally  this  discovery  is  a  great  surprise  to 
me,  but  I  love  the  girl  and  I  mean  to  marry  her,  that  is 
all.” 

“How  comes  she  to  be  here?” 

“It  is  on  account  of  her  mother,  who  is  the  sister  of 
Bullion  Bill,  and  is  devoted  to  him.” 

“Has  she  told  you  all?” 

“She  has  confessed  everything,  Mr.  Brady,  and  has 
thrown  herself  on  my  mercy.  I  cannot  and  will  not  turn 
her  down.” 

“What  is  the  plan?” 

“They  move  a  large  quantity  of  bullion  in  the  morning. 
Tt,  goes  by  mule  train  over  what  is  known  as  the  back  road. 
More  is  to  follow  at  intervals  during  the  week.  It  all  goes 
to  Deadwood.” 
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“And  your  plan?” 

“Is  to  go  to  No.  1  right  now,  taking  Alice  with  me  and 
leaving  her  in  the  care  of  the  superintendent’s  wife  who, 
as  you  know,  lives  there  with  her  husband.  I  will  then 
return  with  force  enough  to  capture  the  gang.” 

“And  Alice  consents  to  all  this?” 

“More  than  that,  she  wishes  it.  She  has  given  me  every 
proof  of  her  sincerity,  Mr.  Brady.  You  need  not  doubt.” 

There  was  nothing  to  be  done  but  to  yield,  of  course. 

“How  will  you  go?”  asked  the  detective. 

“There  are  several  horses  in  the  barn,  Alice  says.” 

“Still,  you  must  not  go  off  alone  with  that  girl.” 

“Can’t  one  of  you  go  with  us.  Your  partner - ” 

“He  shall  go.  I  will  remain  here.” 

“Thank  you  for  yielding  so  gracefully,  Mr.  Brady,  and 
now  let  me  say  that  I  want  no  mercy  shown  to  Mr.  Blake. 
If  he  comes  here — and  that  is  what  is  expected,  it  would 
seem — arrest  him  at  once  and  hold  him  till  we  return.” 

“Very  well,  sir.  J  am  entirely  under  your  orders.” 

“We  will  make  a  start  now,”  said  Mark,  wearily.  “Of 
course,  you  will  relieve  Alice  of  her  handcuffs?” 

“Certainly,  if  you  wish.  It  is  up  to  you  to  see  that  the 
girl  does  not  escape  and  give  warning  to  Bullion  Bill.” 

“She  will  not.  You  may  rely  upon  it.  She  is  devoted  to 
me  and  I  intend  to  marry  her  just  as  soon  as  we  get  back 
to  Deadwood.” 

Old  King  Brady  said  no  more. 

They  returned  to  the  outer  office  and  Old  Kin  ;  Brady 
immediately  removed  the  handcuffs. 

Alice  said  not  a  word.  She  had  not  even  spoken  to 
Harry  during  their  absence. 

Old  King  Brady  hurriedly  explained  the  programme  to 
his  partner  and  Harry  went  for  the  horses. 

There  were  four  in  the  barn. 

Harry  saddled  three  and  led  them  around  to  the  front 
of  the  mill. 

It  was  all  Mark  could  do  to  mount,  but  Alice  vaulted  into 
the  saddle  like  a  man. 

The  last  Harry  saw  of  the  old  detective  as  they  rode  away 
he  was  standing  on  the  steps  of  the  mill  with  his  arms 
folded  and  his  big  white  hat  tipped  back  on  his  head. 

“The  governor  is  upset,”  he  said  to  himself.  “He  ex¬ 
pects  to  see  the  whole  case  go  by  the  board  now.” 

This,  however,  was  not  so. 

The  old  detective  was  merely  thinking  of  Mark  Bannis¬ 
ter.  > 

“That  fellow  is  a  fool,”  he  was  saying  to  himself.  “What 
can  he  ever  expect  in  the  way  of  a  good  wife  from  that 
girl?” 


CHAPTER  X. 

OLD  KING  BRADY  GOES  INTO  PARTNERSHIP  WITH  BLAKE. 

As  soon  as  his  companions  had  departed,  Old  King 
Brady  put  out  the  light  and  settled  himself  down  in  the 
inside  office  of  Mill  No.  14  to  wait  for  Boss  Blake. 


“And,  after  all,  I  rather  like  the  turn  affairs  have  taken, 
if  only  the  girl  don’t  escape,”  he  said  to  himself.  “Mark 
Bannister  couldn’t  go  knocking  about  with  that  wound 
of  his;  Harry  and  a  band  of  determined  fellows  will  be 
just  what  we  need  to  bring  matters  to  a  head.  Only  thing 
is,  will  they  be  able  to  hold  the  girl  ?” 

This  was  a  problem  not  to  be  answered. 

Old  King  Brady  had  a  problem  of  his  own  on  hand  be¬ 
fore  long. 

It  was  to  keep  awake. 

The  old  detective  had  lost  much  sleep  of  late  and  he  soon 
discovered  that  he  had  all  he  could  do  to  keep  his  eyes  open. 

And,  after  all,  there  had  been  no  such  haste. 

Alice  could  not  have  been  very  well  posted  as  to  the  in¬ 
tentions  of  the  gang,  it  would  seem,  for  two  hours  passed 
and  still  there  was  nothing  doing. 

Old  King  Brady  allowed  himself  one  nap  as  he  sat  there 
in  the  chair  and  he  was  just  dropping  off  into  a  second 
when  he  heard  a  footstep  outside. 

“Coming!”  thought  the  old  detective. 

He  drew  his  revolver  and  sat  ready. 

It  would  have  been  an  exciting  moment  for  some,  but  . 
Old  King  Brady  was  too  old  a  hand  at  the  business  for  ^ 
that. 

Mr.  Blake  was  an  elderly  man,  rough  and  uncouth. 

He  had  been  a  miner  all  his  life  and  had  served  two 
terms  in  congress  as  representative  from  the  Deadwood  dis¬ 
trict,  having  made  a  record  for  himself  of  never  opening 
his  mouth  except  to  vote  and  seldom  occupying  his  seat. 

That  he  thoroughly  understood  his  business  was  certain, 
hence  with  the  backing  of  the  late  John  Bannister,  Mark’s 
father  and  his  own  brother-in-law,  he  had  been  able  to 
hold  his  own  at  the  Golden  Dream. 

But  Boss  Blake  was  startled  out  of  his  habitual  silence 
for  once  when,  turning  on  the  light,  he  saw  Old  King 
Brady  standing  just  beyond  the  door  of  the  inside  office 
with  a  revolver  leveled  at  his  head. 

“Who  are  you !”  shouted  Blake. 

“Only  Old  King  Brady,  the  detective,  come  to  save  you 
from  your  friends  by  making  you  my  prisoner,  Mr.  Blake,” 
the  detective  blandly  replied. 

Then  came  a  surprise. 

Boss  Blake  was  an  old  man  and  had  a  weak  heart. 

It  went  back  on  him  then. 

te  t  o  ay  something,  what,  Old  King  Brady 
could  not  make  out,  and  then  fell  like  a  log  to  the  floor. 

“Thunder!  This  is  another  queer  turn  of  affairs!"  ex¬ 
claimed  the  detective,  springing  forward  to  see  what  it  was  A 
all  about.  VH 

He  soon  discovered  that  it  was  nothing  more  than  a  faint¬ 
ing  fit. 

Snapping  the  handcuffs  on  the  man's  wrists,  he  dashed 
water  in  his  face  and  waited  for  him  to  revive. 

This  Blake  did  in  a  minute. 

Old  King  Brady  was  standing  by  calmly  smoking. 

Blake  gave  a  deep  sigh,  and  for  a  minute  did  not  speak. 
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"Will  you  help  me  up?”  he  said  at  last.  “I  see  you 
have  handcuffed  me,  but  I  don’t  care  to  lie  here.” 

The  old  detective  lent  the  helping  hand  and  led  the 
man  to  his  chair  in  the  private  office. 

“By  whose  orders  have  you  arrested  me?”  Blake  asked, 
at  last. 

“  Orders  of  Mark  Bannister,  vice  president  of  the  Golden 
Dream.” 

“My  nephew!  Impossible!” 

“Not  impossible  at  all,  sir.  All  is  known.  It  is  well 
understood  that  you  are  the  partner  of  Bullion  Bill.” 

“Nonsense !” 

“'No  nonsense  about  it.  You  have  persistently  robbed 
this  mine.  At  the  present  moment  the  gold  you  have  stolen 
is  being  turned  into  bullion  at  Mill  13.  And  that  is  not 
all.  You  are  at  the  end  of  your  rope.  If  I  had  not  taken 
your  case  in  hand  you  would  now  be  dead.” 

“What  do  you  mean?”  demanded  the  superintendent, 
fiercely. 

“As  there  is  no  possibility  of  you  taking  my  word  for 
anything  until  you  know  the  truth,  be  good  enough  to  fol¬ 
low  me,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “I  propose  to  show  you 
what  ticklish  ground  you  stand  on,  my  friend.” 

Blake  had  relapsed  into  his  usual  silence  now. 

He  arose  and  followed  Old  King  Brady  without  a  word. 

The  detective  led  him  under  the  mill  and  showed  him 
the  dynamite  cartridges  and  the  fuse. 

The  old  man  was  terribly  disturbed.  ( 

“Whose  wTork  is  this?”  he  demanded. 

“It  was  done  by  order  of  Bullion  Bill,”  Old  King  Brady 
replied. 

“How  do  you  know?” 

“I  saw  the  cartridges  placed.  Mark  Bannister  was  with 
me  at  the  time.” 

“Who  did  it?” 

“Two  men  known  as  Tom  Clegg  and  Bill  Burke.  A 
,  third,  who  remained  behind  with  orders  to  fire  the  train  as 
soon  as  you  entered  the  office,  I  captured.  He  is  now  on 
his  way  with  Mr.  Bannister  to  Mill  No.  1.  Probably  they 
have  arrived  there  by  this  time.” 

“And  you  remained  behind  to  capture  me?” 

“That’s  it.” 

“Remove  those  cartridges  at  once,  Mr.  Brady.  This 
mill  is  too  valuable  a  piece  of  property  to  be  destroyed.” 

“There  is  no  danger.  I  have  cut  the  fuse.” 

“Then  let  us  get  back  to  the  office  and  talk  this  over.” 

“We  had  best  stay  outside.  Bullion  Bill  or  his  repre¬ 
sentatives  axe  now  waiting  to  hear  the  explosion.  When 
t).  iy  don’t  hear  it  some  of  them  will  surely  come  here  to 
see  why  it  has  not  occurred.” 

“That  is  so.  Let  us  get  over  by  the  barn,  where  we  can 
watch  without  being  seen.  We  will  talk  there.” 

“As  you  will;  I  don’t  know,  however,  that  I  have  any¬ 
thin  particular  to  say.” 

“I  have,  then.” 

“  Very  good.” 

They  walked  to  the  bam  and  took  their  places  behind  it. 
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“Now,  then,  what  do  you  intend  to  do  with  me?”  Blake 
asked. 

“To  hold  you  until  Mark  Bannister’s  return.” 

“Don’t  do  it.” 

“Why?” 

•  “It  won’t  pay  you.” 

“I  doubt  that.” 

“I  tell  you  it  won’t.  Your  best  hold,  Mr.  Brady,  is  to 
stand  in  with  me.” 

“I  am  open  to  an  offer.” 

“Of  course  you  are.  Every  man  has  his  price.  I  realize 
that  yours  is  high,  and  I  am  prepared  to  make  the  offer  in 
proportion.” 

“Well.” 

“Let  me  tell  you  something.  I  am  a  man  who  never 
goes  back  on  a  friend  nor  lets  up  on  an  enemy.  Here, 
where  there  can  be  no  witnesses  to  our  conversation,  I  ad¬ 
mit  to  you  that  the  charge  you  make  against  me  is  quite 
true.  I  have  been  the  partner  of  Bullion  Bill  in  this  busi¬ 
ness.  We  are  to-night  working  on  our  final  run  of  the 
richest  ore  the  Golden  Dream  can  yield.  It  was  by  Bill’s 
suggestion  that  the  mill  was  to  be  blown  up.  It  was  in¬ 
tended  that  people  should  think  that  I  was  blown  to  pieces 
with  it,  but  it  seems  that  Bill  intended  to  make  this  an 
actual  fact.  You  see,  I  acknowledge  all.” 

“There  is  not  the  least  doubt  of  it,  as  Mark  Bannister 
will  bear  witness.” 

“I  shall  not  ask  him.  I  hope  never  to  see  him  again. 
Now  listen,  Mr.  Brady.  Bill  is  not  on  hand  to-night.  He 
is  expected  early  in  the  morning  with  two  wagons  for  the 
purpose  of  hauling  bullion  to  Deadwood.  We  have  accum¬ 
ulated  a  large  quantity.  One  wagon  will  leave  at  daylight 
starting  from  Mill  No.  13.  The  other  goes  to-morrow.  On 
the  first  wagon  there  will  be  upwards  of  three  hundred 
thousand  dollars’  worth  of  bullion.  I  know  the  road  thev 
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go  by;  there  will  be  but  two  men  in  charge.  Take  me  to 
a  place  which  I  will  show  you  and  we  will  wreck  this  wagon 
and  hide  the  bullion  in  the  woods.  It  is  yours.  All  I  ask 
is  that  you  then  set  me  free  and  allow  me  the  privilege  ol 
disappearing  forever.  Come,  what  do  you  say?” 

Old  King  Brady  had  made  up  his  mind  while  Boss  Blake 
was  still  speaking. 

“I  agree  to  your  proposition,”  he  said,  “but  how  is  the 
thing  to  be  done?” 

“It  is  very  simple.  We  have  only  to  weaken  the  sup¬ 
ports  of  a  bridge  over  which  the  wagon  will  have  to  cross 
and  allow  it  to  tumble  in.”  - 

“Is  the  place  far  from  here?” 

“Between  three  and  four  miles.” 

“You  are  good  for  the  walk?” 

“Yes,  and  for  twenty  miles  more  to  get  revenge  upon 
Bullion  Bill.” 

“There  is  a  horse  in  the  barn  here.  We  might  take  that.” 

“No.  To  go  by  the  road  would  be  only  to  lead  to  discov¬ 
ery.  I  propose  to  go  over  the  hills.” 

“Very  well.  So  let  it  be,  and  the  sooner  we  start  the 
better.” 
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“You  will  handcuff  me?” 

“Yes,  with  the  understanding  that  l  shoot  you  on  the 
spot  if  you  make  an  effort  to  escape.” 

“1  shan’t  do  that.  You  have  my  full  permission  to  shoot 
me  if  I  do.” 

Old  King  Brady  then  proceeded  to  search  his  man. 

Mr.  Blake  offered  no  objection. 

He  even  told  the  detective  in  which  pocket  he  would  find 
his  revolver. 

The  detective  then  took  off  the  handcuffs. 

Mr.  Blake  did  but  little  talking  after  that. 

They  ascended  the  hill  to  the  tunnel  and  were  pushing 
on  when  Old  King  Brady  paused. 

“There  is  someone  moving  about  down  there !”  he  ex¬ 
claimed,  in  a  low  voice. 

They  stood  motionless  behind  a  large  tree  listening. 

“As  sure  as  you  live,”  said  Blake. 

Suddenly  a  light  flashed  and  they  caught  sight  of  two 
men  crawling-  under  the  mill. 

They  were  examining  the  train. 

“Y"ou  are  satisfied  now  that  I  have  told  the  truth?”  in¬ 
quired  the  old  detective.  < 

“YTes;  I  was  satisfied  before,”  was  the  reply. 

“Can  you  make  out  those  men?” 

“I  caught  sight  of  Tom  Clegg’s  face  when  he  flashed  the 
light.  I  would  -not  undertake  to  say  who  the  other  is.” 

“Ha  !  They  are  going  into  the  office  now.  In  a  moment 
your  escape  will  be  discovered.” 

“Let  us  go.  We  have  no  time  to  lose.  You  have  dis¬ 
armed  me,  Mr.  Brady.  If  we  should  happen  to  run  into 
Bullion  Bill’s  guard  which  he  always  keeps  on  this  hill 
when  No.  13  is  running  you  will  have  to  do  the  shooting, 
and  I  hope  you  will  make  short  work  of  it.” 

“Til  attend  to  that,”  replied  the  old  detective,  and  they 
hurried  on  over  the  hill. 

There  was  no  trouble  in  finding  the  way  now,  for  Mr. 
Blake  knew  every  foot  of  it,  so  it  would  seem. 

In  a  short  time  they  were  down  on  the  Black  Creek  road 
not  far  from  the  Differ  ranch. 

Without  breaking  the  silence  which  he  had  maintained 
since  they  left  the  miff,  Mr.  Blake  turned  in  the  opposite 
direction  from  the  creek  and  hurried  on.  Soon  they  de¬ 
scended  into  a  deep  valley  where  a  shallow  -creek  ran. 

Here  the  road  crossed  a  rude  bridge. 

It  was  an  ideal  spot  for  a  holdup. 

Hills  rose  on  each  side  to  a  height  of  several  hundred 
feet,  and  there  was  no  chance  to  cross  the  creek  except  by 
the  bridge. 

Mr.  Blake  now  looked  at  his  watch. 

The  night  was  advancing.  It  was  now  half-past  three 
o'clock. 

“Here  we  are,  Mr.  Brady,”  he  said.  “In  an  hour's  time 
the  wagon  will  cross  this  bridge.  It  is  up  to  you  to  do  the 
rest.” 

Old  King  Bradv  went  down  under  the  bridge  and  exam¬ 
ined  its  supports,  ordering  Mr.  Blake  to  accompany  him. 

Four  timbers  held  up  the  bridge;  they  were  not  fastened 


to  it;  they  had  been  driven  into  the  sandy  bed  of  the  creek 
and  were  held  in  place  by  stones  piled  around  them.” 

“Does  the  bridge  rest  on  the  ground  at  all?”  questioned 
the  detective. 

“1  can  go  up  and  see.” 

“We  will  both  go.”  ■;  J 

“You  do  not  trust  me  yet,  Mr.  Brady,  although  you  must 
see  that  I  have  told  you  the  truth.” 

“I  know  of  no  reason  whatever  why  I  should  trust  you. 
We  will  keep  together,  that’s  all.” 

1  “As  you  will,”  said  Blake,  briefly,  and  they  ascended  the 
bank  again. 

The  planks  have  but  a  slight  hold  on  the  bank,”  said  the 
detective.  “If  the  supports  are  removed  a  heavy  loaded 
wagon  is  certain  to  bring  the  bridge  down.” 

“It  is.  Do  you  propose  to  go  in  for  it?” 

“Yes.” 

“Then  let  us  get  to  work.  All  we  have  to  do  is  to  reipove 
the  stones  and  puff  the  timbers  out.  It  can  easily  be  done.” 

They  went  right  at  it  then. 

Difficulty  there  was  none,  but  it  took  time. 

In  half  an  hour,  however,  the  bridge  was  in  the  condition 
they  wanted  it. 

“We  will  take  our  place  on  the  side  of  the  hill  among 
those  bushes,”  said  Old  King  Brady.  “If  for  any  reason 
the  bridge  don't  faff,  I  shall  attack  the  driver.” 

“I  will  help  if  you  will  give  me  back  my  revolver.  We 
ought  to  be  good  for  them.  I  am  sure  there  will  be  only 
two  men  with  the  team.” 

“No;  I  will  keep  both  revolvers,  my  friend,  and  now 
while  we  are  waiting,  tell  me  how  a  man  in  your  position 
ever  came  to  get  mixed  up  in  such  business  as  this.” 

“I  shall  tell  you  nothing,”  growled  Blake.  “I  look  to 
you  to  fulfill  your  end  of  the  contract,  that's  all.” 

“Then  you  will  be  disappointed  with  the  ending,  mv-p 
friend,  and  that's  all,”  thought  Old  King  Brady,  “for  the 
instant  I  am  through  with  this  business,  on  go  the  bracelets 
again.” 

They  sat  down  on  the  hillside  and  waited. 

Three-quarters  of  an  hour  passed,  and  slowly  enough,  be¬ 
fore  the  attention  of  both  was  suddenly  attracted  by  the 
rumbling  of  a  heavy  wagon  along  the  road. 

“It’s  coming,”  breathed  Blake. 

“That’s  what,”  replied  Old  King  Brady,  “and  now  to 
see  whether  our  scheme  will  succeed  or  fail.” 


CHAPTER  XI. 

v  I . . 

HARRY  GIVES  BULLION  BILL  THE  SLIP. 

With  Young  King  Brady  and  his  companions  things 
might  have  gone  well  enough  if  Mark  Bannister  had  not 
given  out  on  the  road. 

They  had  gone  but  a  comparatively  short  distance!  from 
(continued  on  taoe  26.)  f 
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Mill  No.  14  when  Mark’s  strength  suddenly  began  to  fail 
him  and  he  pulled  in  his  horse  with  a  gasping  cry. 

“Oh,  Alice!  Help,  Brady!  I’m  dying,  I  think!”  he 
called  out. 

He  was  swaying  in  the  saddle. 

Harry  had  just  time  to  spring  to  the  ground  and  catch 
him  as  he  fell. 

Fortunately  the  horse  stood  and  he  was  able  to  lift  him 
down. 

Whether  Mark  was  conscious  when  his  feet  struck  the 
ground  or  not  is  an  open  question,  but  at  all  events  he  im¬ 
mediately  sank,  and  when  Harry  laid  him  out  upon  the 
grass  Young  King  Brady  honestly  believed  him  to  be 
dead. 

“He’s  a  goner,  Alice!”  he  exclaimed.  “Quick!  See 
what  you  can  do,  and  for  heaven  sake  stop  that  noise.” 

It  was  strange !  Alice,  cool  and  collected  always, ,  was 
acting  like  a  lunatic  now. 

Screaming  and  wringing  her  hands,  she  kept  calling  on 
Harry  to  do  something. 

Now  she  threw  herself  down  beside  her  lover,  kissed  and 
caressed  him,  calling  him  pet  names. 

Harry  had  no  whisky,  and  he  ran  ahead  to  look  for  water, 
thinking  to  find  it  at  no  great  distance,  for  they  were  still 
among  the  hills. 

But  he  had  no  such  good  luck. 

Before  he  had  gone  a  hundred  yards  he  heard  mounted 
men  rapidly  approaching. 

There  was  the  chance  that  it  might  be  some  of  the  enemy, 
of  course,  but  there  was  an  equal  chance  of  its  being  only 
miners  on  their  way  to  Black  Creek,  and  Young  King 
Brady  halted  in  the  hope  that  this  was  true,  and  that  one 
of  them  might  have  a  whisky  flask. 

In  an  instant  he  knew  his  mistake,  for  who  should  come 
dashing  around  the  bend  of  the  trail  but  Bullion  Bill  him¬ 
self,  accompanied  by  two  men ! 

It  was  one  of  those  occasions  when  the  end  of  everything 
seems  to  have  come. 

“What  bluff  can  I  ever  give  him?”  thought  Young  King 
Brady.  “Something  must  be  done,  and  that  mighty  quick, 
too,  if  I  want  to  live.” 

“  Hello !”  he  shouted,  throwing  up  his  hands.  “  Cap, 
it’s  me !” 

“Jack  Durand!  By  thunder,  what  brings  you  here!” 
cried  the  gold  crook,  reining  in. 

He  made  a  motion  to  draw  his  revolver  and  then  seemed 
to  think  better  of  it. 

“You  had  your  orders !  Why  didn’t  you  stay  at  No.  14 ?” 
he  demanded.  “Talk  quick,  young  feller,  if  you  want  to 
live !” 

“Give  me  a  show,  will  you,”  said  Harry.  “It’s  no  doings 
of  mine.  I  got  mv  orders  from  Alice,  and  I  am  following 
her  orders  now.” 

“What  do  you  mean?” 

“I  am  trying  to  tell  you.  Everything  was  done  as  you 
ordered,  and  T  was  waiting  at  No.  14,  when  Alice  came 
back  with  a  gentleman  she  called  Mr.  Bannister.” 
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“Bannister !  Flames  and  furies !  That  man  here ?  Alice 
with  him  against  my  orders  !  I’ll  fix  her  !” 

The  bluff  had  not  worked. 

Harry  saw  no  way  but  to  bring  the  girl  into  the  business, 
since  Bullion  Bill  was  bound  to  know  that  she  was  in  it  in 
a  very  few  moments. 

He  trusted  to  Alice’s  natural  shrewdness  to  help  him  out 
in  this,  but  the  rage  of  the  gold  crook  showed  how  vain 
this  hope  had  been. 

“Where  are  they?  Tell  me  all  about  it  or  I’ll  blow  you 
galley-west !”  roared  Bill,  pulling  out  his  revolver  now. 

“Say,  come,  boss,  you  won’t  give  me  half  a  show  to 
speak,”  said  Harry,  assuming  a  coolness  which  he  was  far 
from  feeling,  “the  gent  had  been  shot  in  the  shoulder. 
Alice  seemed  to  know  him.  She  said  the  only  thing  to  do 
was  to  get  him  to  No.  1,  so  we  started  and  he’s  just  col¬ 
lapsed  on  the  road.  It’s  my  opinion  he  is  dead.” 

“And  a  blamed  good  job,  then,  if  he  is,”  snarled  Bill. 
“But  what  were  you  doing  here?” 

“I  came  ahead  to  look  for  water  to  see  if  I  couldn’t  bring 
him  to.” 

“Back  with  you  then!”  cried  Bill.  “Get  up  here  in 
front  of  me.  Quick,  now !” 

“Why,  it’s  only  a  step,  Cap.” 

“Run,  then,  and  if  you  are  not  mighty  lively  about  it 
you’ll  get  a  bullet  in  your  back.” 

Young  King  Brady  started  back  on  the  run. 

In  a  moment  Bullion  Bill  and  his  men  were  up  with 
Alice,  who  sat  at  the  side  of  the  road  supporting  Mark’s 
head  in  her  lap. 

It  had  been  only  a  fainting  fit  after  all,  and  Mark  was 
now  quite  himself  again. 

“Captain  Bill  Lemons,  how  are  you?”  he  called  out. 
“I'm  right  glad  you  have  come,  for  I’m  in  a  bad  \tay  and 
need  help.” 


“Hell  take  care  of  himself  and  Alice  will  manage  her 
end,”  thought  Young  King  Brady.  “There  is  no  need  of 
me  butting  in  on  this.” 

He  stood  aside  and  said  nothing. 

“Howdy,  Mr.  Bannister,”  said  Bill,  walking  up  and  ex¬ 
tending  his  hand.  “What  in  thunder  has  struck  you?” 

Mark  Bannister  could  romance  pretty  well,  it  seemed,  and 
he  evidently  appreciated  the  necessity  of  doing  it  now. 

“Why,  I  have  been  shot,”  he  said.  “I  came  down  here 
]ast  night  to  see  if  I  couldn’t  find  you.  1  managed  to  lose 
my  horse  first  and  then  I  lost  my  way  and  found  myself 
up  by  the  old  Diller  ranch.  I  started  then  to  cross  over  the 
hill  to  No.  14.  Thought  1  would  tie  up  for  the  night  with 
Tncle  Joe  Blake  and  go  on  to  Black  Creek  in  the  morniim^ 
First  thing  I  knew  some  fellows  came  upon  me  in  the  woods 

and  shot  me  in  the  shoulder.  The  wound  has  made  me  as 
weak  as  a  cat.” 

“Is  that  so?”  said  Bullion  Bill.  “That's  bad,  Mark. 
Well,  what  did  you  do  then?” 

“Why.  the  fellows  skinned  out,  and  after  a  long  while 
I  got  up  strength  enough  to  go  on  to  No.  14.  where  1  fell 
in  W1^1  ‘^ico  and  this  young  fellow.  Alice  got  lost  in  the 
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woods,  too,  it  seemed.  I  never  was  so  surprised  in  my  life 
as  1  was  when  I  found  that  she  was  your  niece,  Bill.  I 
thought  she  was  in  Europe  all  this  time.  You  know  that 

we  met  in  Deadwood  last  winter,  and - ” 

“Yes,  1  know  all  about  it,”  broke  ip  Bill.  “Yes,  Alice 
is  my  niece.  For  the  present  she  is  stopping  with  me. 
Sorry  to  see  you  in  this  tlx,  Mark.  Your  father  and  me 
were  always  good  friends.  You  can  trust  yourself  in  my 
hands.  Come  right  along  with  us  and  I'll  make  you  com¬ 
fortable  in  a  ranch  I  have  fixed  up  lately.  I  suppose  Alice 
told  you  all  about  it.  That’s  the  place  for  you.” 

Bullion  Bill  spoke  quietly  enough,  but  there  was  a  touch 
of  sarcasm  in  his  tone  which  showed  Harry  that  he  un¬ 
doubtedly  meant  mischief. 

“He  don't  believe  a  word  of  that  yarn,”  he  thought. 
“What  is  to  be  done?  Nothing,  as  matters  stand,  I  sup¬ 
pose.” 

“I  was  heading  for  No.  1,”  said  Mark.  “I  think  I  had 
better  go  on  there.” 

“Alice,  what  do  you  think?”  demanded  Bill,  turning 
suddenly  on  the  girl. 

.  ^  “I  think  what  you  think,  Uncle  Bill,”  was  the  reply.  “I 
want  to  do  the  best  for  Mark  I  can.” 

“Oh,  come,  we  are  pretty  intimate  it  seems,”  sneered 

Bill. 

“You  know?” 

“Yes,  I  know.” 

t  “And  I  hope  you  don’t  object,  Bill,”  said  Bannister. 
“Alice  might  do  worse  than  to  marry  me.” 

“We’ll  talk  that  over  later,”  was  the  reply.  “The  first 
thing  to  do  is  to  get  you  to  my  ranch,  where  we  can  put 
tyou  to  bed  and  look  after  you.  Here,  boys,  help  me  get 
J  Mr.  Bannister  on  his  horse,  or  rather  you  do  it.  I  want  to 
A  speak  to  Alice  a  minute.  It’s  all  right,  Mark.  You  needn’t 
be  afraid  of  me.” 

“And  why  should  I  be?”  demanded  Bannister.  “If  there 
is  a  straight  man  in  South  Dakota  it  is  Bullion  Bill.” 

The  gold  crook  laughed. 

“  Come,  Alice,”  he  said,  and  the  girl  followed  him  a  little 

wav  down  the  road. 

«/ 

Here  they  stood  talking  for  as  much  as  ten  minutes. 

If  the  interview  was  anything  but  a  pleasant  one,  neither 
of  them  showed  it  by  raising  their  voices  in  the  least. 
Young  King  Brady  was  on  pins  and  needles,  so  to  speak. 
He  saw  no  way  out  of  it,  nor  could  he  doubt  for  an  in¬ 
stant  that  Mark  Bannister  was  being  taken  a  prisoner  to 
Bullion  Bill’s  secret  den. 

“And  I  must  go  with  him,”  he  thought.  “It  is  the  only 
way.  If  I  was  to  make  a  break  for  the  woods  it  would 
amount  to  nothing.  I  should  surely  be  run  down  and 

killed.” 

The  interview  was  over  at  last  and  Bullion  Bill  mounted, 
ordering  all  hands  to  do  the  same. 

The  two  rnen  now  rode  ahead,  Alice  and  Mark  Bannister 

oor  ng  next. 

Bo ))ion  Bill  drew  up  close  to  Harry’s  horse  and  said  in 

a  low  torn- : 


“Was  anything  done  about  No.  14?” 

“Everything  was  done  just  as  you  ordered,”  replied 
Harry,  quietly. 

“The  train  was  laid?” 

“Yes.” 

“And  you  were  waiting  to  fire  it?” 

“Yes.” 

“What  brought  Alice  there?” 

“I’m  sure  I  can’t  say.  She  told  me  that  she  lost  her  way 
trying'to  get  over  the  hill  through  the  woods  in  the  dark.” 

“What  did  she  do  that  for?  Nobody  knows  the  under¬ 
ground  way  any  better  than  she  does.” 

“I  couldn’t  tell  you,  for  I  don’t  know.” 

“Which  came  to  No.  14  first,  Alice  or  this  man?” 

“He  came  first.” 

“Did  they  meet  as  friends?” 

“Why,  certainly.  Alice  told  me  that  she  was  engaged  to 
him.” 

“She  thinks  she  is,  but  she  will  never  marry  him.” 

“That’s  none  of  my  business.” 

“No  it  isn’t — you  are  right.” 

“That’s  why  I  didn't  care  to  butt  in.  I  have  received, 
my  orders  from  you  through  Alice  right  along,  and  I  had 
nothing  to  do  but  what  she  told  me.” 

“That’s  right.  All  the  same  my  plans  are  spoiled.” 

“Why?  The  night  is  not  over  yet.  What’s  the  matter 
with  me  going  up  to  No.  14  now?” 

“Could  you  find  your  way?” 

“Sure  I  could.  I’m  not  so  dumb  but  what  I  noticed  the 
way  we  came.” 

“I’ll  think  of  it.” 

“All  right.  Anything  you  say  goes.” 

They  rode  on  in  silence. 

Bullion  Bill  was  evidently  deep  in  thought. 

At  last  they  came  to  the  place  where  it  was  necessary  to 
turn  off  in  order  to  reach  No.  14. 

“You  can  go  back  to  the  mill,  Jack,”  said  the  gold  crook, 
suddenly.  “Don’t  go  in — don’t  do  an}dhing.  Just  wait 
till  I  come.  Better  leave  your  horse  in  the  woods  a  little 
this  side;  you  can  sneak  up  and  see  if  all  is  quiet.” 

“All  right,  Cap,”  replied  Harry,  and  he  was  just  start¬ 
ing  when  the  gold  crook  called  to  him: 

“By  the  way,  Jack.” 

“Aye,  aye,  Cap !” 

“You  know  Boss  Blake?” 

“Why,  certainly  I  know  Boss  Blake.” 

“If  he  happens  to  come  out — you  needn’t  go  in,  mind 
you — but  if  he  should  happen  out,  would  you  mind  plug¬ 
ging  him?” 

"“Not  a  bit.  I  have  no  revolver,  though.” 

“I’ll  lend  you  one.  Come  here  and  get  it.” 

Harry  turned  his  horse  and  rode  back. 

Bullion  Bill  handed  him  a  good  revolver. 

“Now  be  off,”  he  said.  “I’ll  join  you  at  No.  14  in  a  little 
while.” 

“He  don’t  suspect  me,”  thought  Young  King  Brady, 
jubilantly.  “Now  is  my  time.” 
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He  rode  on  until  he  came  in  sight  of  No.  14. 

The  mill  was  dark,  but  it  still  stood. 

Young  King  Brady  could  distinctly  see  its  outlines 
against  the  hill. 

“It's  now  or  never!”  he  muttered.  “I  may  as  well  make 
the  break.” 

He  turned  his  horse  and  rode  back  to  the  crossroad,  turn¬ 
ing  into  the  other  trail  like  a  whirlwind. 

He  fully  expected  a  shot,  but  none  came. 

“My  chance!”  thought  Young  King  Brady. 

Clapping  his  heels  to  his  horse's  Hanks,  he  went  dashing 
off  toward  Mill  No.  1. 


CHAPTER  XII, 

CONCLUSION. 

“That’s  the  gold  wagon,”  said  Mr.  Blake.  “We  shall 
know  in  a  minute  now  whether  or  not  we  have  done  qur 
work  well,  but  this  is  only  half  the  job,  Mr.  Brady.” 

“I  agree  with  you,”  replied  the  old  detective,  “catching 
on”  in  an  instant.  “We  want  Bullion  Bill  himself.” 

“That’s  what  we  do.  Suppose  I  help  you  to  get  him, 
what  then?” 

“How  do  you  mean?  We  have  already  struck  our  bar¬ 
gain.” 

“I  mean  what  will  you  do  with  him?  If  I  was  sure  you 
had  evidence  to  convict  the  man  without  involving  me  I’d 
show  you  how  to  get  him.  He  is  expected  at  Mill  No.  13 
early  this  morning.  More  than  likely  he  is  there  now.” 

“I  have  evidence  enough  to  convict  him  a  dozen  times 
over,  but  how  can  I  avoid  involving  you?”  > 

“I  suppose  that  is  impossible.  All  the  same  I’d  give  all 
I  expected  to  make  out  of  this  deal  to  see  him  go  to  the 
penitentiary.  I  don’t  want  him  shot.  He  wouldn't  suffer 
but  a  minute.  I  want  to  see  him  suffer  for  twenty  years.” 

Old  King  Brady  thought  fast. 

“There  is  a  whole  lot  in  this,”  he  said  to  himself.  “If 
I  arrest  this  man  and  hold  him  Mark  Bannister  won’t 
thank  me  in  spite  of  what  he  said.  I’ve  a  great  mind  to 
swap  him  off  for  Bullion  Bill — to  use  him  and  let  him  go.” 

And  on  the  spur  of  the  moment  he  determined  to  do  this. 

“After  all,  it  is  Bullion  Bill  I’m  gunning  for,  and  not 
Joe  Blake,”  he  thought. 

But  it  was  now  time  to  think  of  other  things,  for  the 
wagon  was  close  at  hand. 

In  a  moment  it  came  in  sight  around  the  bend  of  the 
road. 

Old  King  Brady  waited  breathlessly. 

“It’s  a  shame  to  have  to  lose  all  this  stuff  after  the 
trouble  I’ve  been  at,”  be  beard  Blake  mutter. 

The  words  were  scarcely  spoken  when  the  mules  were 
on  the  bridge. 

They  crossed  in  safety. 


For  the  moment  the  detective  thought  that  the  bridge  was 
going  to  hold. 

But  once  the  heavy  wagon  brought  its  weight  to  bear 
upon  the  planks  they  went  in. 

A  loud  exclamation  broke  from  the  two  men  as  the 
wagon  went  crashing  down  into  the  creek. 

The  pole-straps  broke  with  the  fall  and  the  mules  went 
dashing  off  down  the  road. 

“Landed!”  cried  Blake,  and  they  both  rushed  down  the 
hill.  ? 

“Hold  on,  there  !  You’ll  surrender  or  pick  up  a  bullet !” 
shouted  the  detective. 

He  thought  he  had  two  men  to  deal  with,  but  it  proved 
to  be  only  one. 

The  other  was  pinned  down  by  the  heavy  boxes,  which 
had  slid  forward  and  had  him  fast. 

“What  in  thunder  is  all  this?”  demanded  the  driver,  as 
he  came  crawling  up  the  bank.  “That  you.  Boss  Blake? 
You  don’t  mean  to  say  that  you  have  gone  back  on  the 
gang?” 

“Stop  your  talk  and  throw  up  your  hands,  or  I’ll  put  a 
ball  into  you  !”  cried  Old  King  Brady. 

The  man  sullenly  obeyed  in  part. 

“'This  is  a  put-up  job,  hey?”  he  growded.  “Well,  it 
won’t  work.  Bullion  Bill  will  square  this  thing.” 

Bang ! 

Old  King  Brady  sent  a  bullet  whizzing  past  his  ear. 

“Stand  still!”  he  shouted,  as  the  man  jumped  to  one 
side.  “Next  time  I  shoot  to  kill.  Mr.  Blake,  now  is  your  | 
time.  Do  as  I  said.  Put  your  hands  behind  you,  man ! 
Quick,  now,  or  you  die  !” 

It  had  been  previously  arranged  with  Blake  and  Old  King  I 
Brady  had  given  him  the  stout  cord  to  do  the  trick  with. 

And  the  superintendent  appeared  to  know  his  business, ' 
too,  for  in  a  minute  he  had  the  fellow  securely  tied. 

Meanwhile  the  other  man  had  been  calling  out  for  help 
and  to  know  what  the  matter  was. 

The  detective  soon  released  him  and  he  was  dragged  out 
of  the  creek  and  tied  up  like  his  companion. 

The  plan  had  worked  like  a  charm. 

“And  now  what?”  demanded  Blake.  “Will  you  go  me 
on  my  last  proposition,  Mr.  Brady?  Shall  we  make  a 
strike  for  Bullion  Bill?” 

“Yes;  I’ll  go  you.” 

“Good  enough;  and  these  men?” 

“We  will  leave  them  here.  They  can  do  nothing.  If 
they  make  their  escape  it  won’t  matter  so  much.” 

“That’s  right.  They  are  only  a  couple  of  tramps  Bullion 
Bill  picked  up.  He  has  a  beautiful  way  of  promising  every v 
man  he  takes  on  five  thousand  dollars  within  a  couple  of 
weeks.  They  never  get  it.  They  are  lucky  if  they  don’t 
get  a  bullet  in  the  back,  that’s  been  the  pay  of  more  than 
one.” 

They  hurried  off  then,  leaving  the  men  by  the  roadside 
bound  band  and  foot. 

“What  is  your  plan?”  demanded  Old  King  Brady. 

“To  take  you  to  Mill  No.  13  by  wav  of  the  old  Pillor 
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tunnels.  If  you  can  only  catch  him  foul  I  shall  be  satisfied, 
and  I  think  you  can.” 

“And  }*ou?” 

“Dm  not  in  it.  All  I’m  figuring  on  now  is  a  chance  to 
escape.” 

•“You’ll  get  it.” 

“And  the  gold  ?  What  do  you  propose  to  do  about  that ?” 
“I'll  take  care  of  the  gold.” 

“Nobody  ever  passes  this  way.  I  could  help  you.  We 
might  easily  get  away  with  it  together.” 

“ And  Bill?”  ' 

“I  can  show  you  a  place  where  you  could  hold  him  a  pris¬ 
oner  safe  enough.  After  we  have  secured  the  gold  you 
could  come  back  and  get  him.” 

“We'll  see  about  that.  We  have  to  capture  him  first.  I 
suppose  there  -are  others  at  the  mill  ?” 

“Yes,  but  we  can  give  them  the  slip  if  we  are  shrewd. 
Wait  and  see.” 

Full  of  the  thought  of  his  revenge,  Boss  Blake  was  doing 
more  than  his  usual  share  of  talking  now. 

They  pushed  on  to  the  Diller  ranch,  where  Blake  showed 
Old  King  Brady  the  secret  door. 

was  just  as  Harry  had  supposed. 
q-ji  the  night  of  his  initiation  he  had  been  led  back  and 

ioTibsi)iindfolded  “mpty  fieceiye  him. 

door  through  which  he  had  passed  was  in  the  back 

■ 

bf  the  ranch,  which  was  built  against  the  hill. 

1  off  tow  give  me  that  lantern  of  yours  and  I  will  lead  the 
\  Hoidkr-  Brafiy,”  said  Blake,  as  they  passed  in.  “In  a  very 
on  a  iments  we  will  be  at  Mill  13.” 

Throu{  %  *  *  *  *  * 

Prison 

on  Sp'.g  King  Brady  reached  Mill  No.  1  without  meeting 


e 

9  Out°>  ^  road. 

^  At  Fa:as  challenged  by  the  watchman,  who  at  first  refuesd 

to  call  Superintendent  Alexander,  but  when  Harry  told  the 
man  that  Mark  Bannister  had  sent  him  he  yielded,  and 
after  awhile  Mr.  Alexander  put  in  an  appearance. 

Mr.'  Alexander  was  not  a  bright  proposition,  and  Harry 
had  to  explain  the  situation  several  times  before  he  could 
be  made  to  comprehend  the  necessity  of  prompt  action. 

“I  can’t  believe  that  Captain  Lemons  would  do  any  harm 
to  Mr.  Bannister,”  he  kept  saying.  “I  always  found  him 
a  decent  fellow.  I  have  never  believed  the  stories  which  are 
out  against  him,  and  I  don’t  believe  them  now.” 

“But  I  tell  you  he  is  working  up  gold  ore  in  Mill  13,” 
said  Harry.  “He  tried  to  blow  up  14  to-night  and  Mr. 
Blake  in  it.” 

“I  don’t  believe  that,  either,”  was  the  reply.  “I  know 
von.  The  mere  fact  of  your  coming  here  with  this  story 
r-n’t  enough.” 

Young  King  Brady  was  in  despair. 

He  had  already  shown  Mr.  Alexander  his  detective’s 
shieid,  and  he  did  not  see  what  more  he  could  do  to  convince 

the  man. 

“  Very  well.  I  can’t  drag  you  down  to  13,”  he  said.  “If 
yon  won’t  help  me  1  must  go  back  and  see  what  T  can-do 

for  myself.” 


“I'll  go  down  at  daylight  with  some  of  my  men.  I  don’t 
see  any  use  in  starting  out  in  the  dark,”  was  the  reply. 

Harry  did  not  even  answer  him. 

“I  was  a  fool  that  I  didn't  put  it  through  to  No.  14  and 
report  to  the  Governor,”  he  said  to  himself,  .as  he  leaped 
into  the  saddle.  “To  think  that  I  wouldn’t  even  take  the 
time  to  do  that  in  my  haste  to  get  to  this  stupid  fool.” 

He  clapped  his  heels  to  his  horses’  flanks  and  rode  off 
without  another  word. 

But  he  had  misjudged  his  man  after  all. 

Mr.  Alexander  was  just  one  of  those  vacillating  charac¬ 
ters  who  is  never  of  the  same  mind  two  minutes. 

Harry  had  not  covered  half  the  distance  between  the  two 
mills  when  he  heard  a  great  clatter  of  hoofs  behind  him. 

Divining  what  it  meant  he  halted,  and  in  a  minute  the 
superintendent  came  dashing  up,  followed  by  a  band  of 
fifteen  men. 

“Here  I  am,  young  fellow!”  he  cried.  “We’ll  soon  see 
how  much  truth  there  is  in  your  story.  If  you  have  been 
lying  to  me  I’ll  hang  you  to  the  nearest  tree. 

“I’ll  take  chances  on  the  hanging,”  replied  Harry.  “All 
I  ask  you  is  to  come  with  me  to  Mill  13.” 

“That’s  what  we  are  here  for,”  growled  Alexander,  and 
in  a  minute  they  were  on  the  go  again. 

^  .  .  V.  .  * . 

*}, 

“Here  we  are,  Brady.  Now  you  can  see  what  is  going 
on  in  Mill  13.” 

It  was  Mr.  Blake  who  had  spoken. 

The  rascally  superintendent  had  led  Old  King  Brady 
through  the  old  Diller  tunnel  directly  to  the  mill,  avoiding 
a  cross-tunnel  which  led  into  the  lower  cave. 

They  now  found  themselves  in  the  upper  cave  where  the 
great  pile  of  gold  ore  lay. 

Mr.  Blake  had  been  cautious,  and  they  halted  some  time 
at  the  end  of  the  tunnel  to  make  sure  that  the  gold  was  not 
under  guard. 

Nobody  could  be  seen,  however,  and  now  they  could  hear 
the  clank  of  the  great  ore  crushers  distinctly;  the  ground 
beneath  them  trembled.  The  haunted  mill  was  being 
worked  for  all  it  was  worth. 

.  “How  many  men  are  at  work  in  there?”  asked  Old  King 
Brady. 

“Ten,  without  counting  Bullion  Bill  himself,”  was  the 
reply.  “Step  this  way,  Mr.  Brady,  you  shall  look  into  the 
place  and  see  for  yourself.” 

Advancing  close  to  the  wall,  Blake  pressed  a  spring  and 
a  tiny  panel  opened. 

Old  King  Brady  had  already  shut  off  his  light  and  they 
stood  in  perfect  silence. 

The  detective  found  himself  looking  into  the  laboratory 
now. 

There  sat  Alice  tied  to  a  chair,  while  opposite  was  Mark 
Bannister  tied  to  another. 

Old  King  Brady  heard  Blake  give  a  muttered  exclama¬ 
tion.  Just  then  his  attention  was  attracted  by  the  opening 
of  the  laboratory  door  and  in  walked  Bullion  Bill  with  a 
cocked  revolver  in  his  hand.  * 
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THE  BRADYS  AND  “BULLION  BILL.” 


“Now,  then,  Mark  Bannister,  I  have  come  to  settle  ac¬ 
counts  with  you!”  the  gold  crook  called  out.  “1  tell  you 
I’d  rather  see  Alice  dead  than  married  to  you.  I  hated 

your  father  as  1  never  hated  any  man  on  earth,  and  my 

\ 

niece  shall  never  marry  his  son.” 

“What  right  have  you  to  dictate  to  me?”  screamed  Alice. 
“I’m  not  your  daughter.  Isn’t  it  enough  that  I  have  had 
to  live  this  wild  life  with  you  when  I  was  brought  up  to 
better  things.  It’s  an  outrage  the  way  you  have  treated 
Mark  and  me  to-night,  Uncle  Bill.  You  knew  I  got  en¬ 
gaged  to  him  last  winter  in  Deadwood.  You  thought  you 
had  talked  me  out  of  it,  and  I  thought  so,  too,  till  I  saw 

7  '  ' 

Mark  to-night,  but  I  won’t  be  dictated  to  by  you  or  anyone 
else.  If  you  kill  Mark  I’ll  have  you  imprisoned,  Uncle 
Bill.” 

“Shut  up,  you  idiot!”  cried  Bill,  locking  the  laboratory 

.door-  ® 

“Now,  Mark,”  he  added,  “you  will  come  with  me  and 
we’ll  soon  settle  this  thing.” 

He  drew  out  a  knife  and  cut  the  cords  which  held  Mark 
to  the  chair. 

“I’ve  pressed  the  secret  spring.  The  door  is  unfastened, 
Brady.  All  you  have  to  do  is  to  put  your  hand  on  the  peep¬ 
hole  and  pull !”  whispered  Blake  in  Old  King  Brady’s  ear. 
“Bill,  you’ll  regret  this,”  said  Mark,  with  a  calmness 

which  was  really  remarkable.  “Listen  to  reason.  I - ” 

He  was  interrupted  by  the  loud  clatter  of  hoofs  outside. 
There  were  shouts  and  a  shot  was  fired.  Then  came  a 
furious  knocking  on  the  door. 

“Cap!  Cap!”  Tom  Clegg’s  voice  sang  out,  “there’s  a 
big  gang  down  upon  us  !  Open  the  door — quick !” 

It  was  not  that  door  which  opened,  but  another,  and  the 
detective,  revolver  in  hand,  sprang  into  the  room. 

“Up  hands.  Bullion  Bill!"  Old  King  Brady  shouted. 
“Back  against  the  wall  and  drop  that  revolver  or  you’re  a 
dead  man !” 

It  is  strange  how  the  biggest  bullies  are  ever  the  biggest 
cowards. 

One  would  not  have  supposed  that  Bullion  Bill  would 
have  been  awed  by  one  man. 

But  so  it  was,  and  so  they  found  him  backed  against  the 

wall  and  held  at  bay  by  Old  King  Brady’s  revolver  when, 

* 

a  moment  later,  Harry,  followed  by  Mr.  Alexander  and 
his  men,  broke  through  the  door  and  burst  into  the  room. 
“And  now  who  is  right?”  cried  Young  King  Brady. 
“Cover  him,  Harry!”  cried  the  old  detective,  and  he 
Jumped  in  and  put  the  bracelets  on  Bullion  Bill. 

*  *  *  *  *  *  *  * 


The  case  of  Bullion  Bill  ended  right  there  in  the  labora¬ 
tory  of  Mill  13. 

Once  he  got  down  to  business,  Mr.  Alexander  was  active 
enough. 

Taken  unawares,  the  mill  men  were  quickly  put  at  bay 
and  Old  King  Brady  had  already  done  the  same  for  Bullion 
Bill. 

And  so  all  hands  were  taken  into  custody  but  Mr.  Blake. 

When  they  came  to  look  for  the  superintendent  he  was 
gone. 

He  had  flown  through  the  Diller  tunnel  and  he  was  never 
heard  of  again. 

Mark  Bannister  soon  recovered  from  his  wound,  and 
wi,thin  a  week  married  Alice  De  Lisle. 

Mrs.  De  Lisle,  who  was  half  a  fool,  was  found  asleep  in 
the  cave.  She  did  not  seem  to  care  what  happened  to  her 
and  readily  accompanied  her  daughter  to  Deadwood. 

The  gold  at  the  bridge  was  all  recovered  and  the  two 
men  arrested. 

Bullion  Bill  got  twenty  years  and  his  men  were  all  ^ 
tenced  to  the  penitentiary  on  shorter  terms. 

And  so  the  case  ended. 

Mill  No.  13  runs  right  along  now,  and  the  Golden  Dream 
is  paying  better  than  ever.  The  detectives  were  well  paici^ 
for  their  services,  too. 

How  Mark  Bannister  got  along  with  his  wife  we  cannot 
say,  for  we  have  now  told  all  that  we  know  concerning  the 
case  of  The  Bradys  and  Bullion  Bill. 

THE  END. 

Read  “THE  BRADYS  IN  JOLIET;  OR,  THE 
STRANGE  CASE  OF  JEWELER  JAMES,”  which  will 
be  the  next  number  (315)  of  “Secret  Service.” 
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boy  should  obtain  this  book,  as  it  contains  full  instructions  for  or- 
ganizmg_  an  amateur  minstrel  troupe. 

•  No.  65.  Ml  LDOON  S  JOKES. — This  is  one  of  the  most  original 
joke  books  ever  published,  aud  it  is  brimful  of  wit  and  humor.  It 
contains  a  large  collection  of  songs,  jokes,  conundrums,  etc.,  of 
Terrence  Muldoon,  the  great  wit,  humorist,  and  practical  joker  of 
the  day.  Every  boy  who  can  enjoy  a  good  substantial  joke  should 
obtain  a  copy  immediatelv. 

No.  79.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ACTOR.— Containing  com¬ 
plete  instructions  how  to  make  up  for  various  characters  on  the 
stage;  together  with  the  duties  of  the  Stage  Manager.  Prompter, 
Scenic  Artist  and  Property  Man.  By  a  prominent  Stage  Manager. 

No  SO.  GI  S  WILLIAMS’  JOKE  BOOK. — Containing  the  lat¬ 
est  jokes,  anecdotes  and  funny  stories  of  this  world-renowned  and 
ever  popular  German  comedian.  Sixty-four  pages ;  handsome 
colored  cover  containing  a  half-tone  photo  of  the  author. 

HOUSEKEEPING. 

No.  16.  HOW  TO  KEEP  A  WINDOW  GARDEN.— Containing 
full  instructions  for  constructing  a  window  garden  either  in  town 
or  -£untry,  and  the  most  approved  methods  for  raising  beautiful 
flowers  at  home.  The  most  complete  book  of  the  kind  ever  pub¬ 
lished. 

No.  30.  HOW  TO  COOK. — One  of  the  most  instructive  books 
on  cooking  ever  published.  It  contains  recipes  for  cooking  meats, 
fish.  game,  and  oysters ;  also  pies,  puddings,  cakes  and  all  kinds  of 
pastry,  and  a  grand  collection  of  recipes  by  one  of  our  most  popular 
cooks. 

No.  37.  HOW  TO  KEEP  HOUSE. — It  contains  information  for 
everybody,  boys,  girls,  men  and  women  ;  it  will  teach  you  how  to 
te  almost  anything  around  the  house,  such  as  parlor  ornaments, 
"kets,  cements,  Aeolian  harps,  and  bird  lime  for  catching  birds. 


E  LECTRICAL. 

No.  46.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  USE  ELECTRICITY.— A  de¬ 
scription  of  the  wonderful  uses  of  electricity  and  electro  magnetism  ; 
together  with  full  instructions  for  making  Electric  Toys,  Batteries, 
etc.  By  George  Trebel,  A.  M.,  M.  D.  Containing  over  fifty  il¬ 
lustrations. 

No.  64.  HOW  TO  MAKE  ELECTRICAL  MACHINES.— Con¬ 
taining  full  directions  for  making  electrical  machines,  induction 
coils,  dynamos,  and  many  novel  toys  to  be  worked  by  electricity. 
Bv  R.  A.  R.  Bennett.  Fully  illustrated. 

NM67.  HOW  TO  DO  ELECTRICAL  TRICKS.— Containing  a 
iarg^?ollection  of  instructive  and  highly  amusing  electrical  tricks, 
together  with  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 
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ENTERTAINMENT. 

No.  9.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  VENTRILOQUIST.— By  Harry 
Kennedy.  The  secret  given  away.  Every  intelligent  boy  reading 
.his  book  of  instructions,  by  a  practical. professor  (delighting  multi¬ 
tudes  every  night  with  his  wonderful  imitations),  can  master  the 
art,  and  create  an}7  amount  of  fun  for  himself  and  friends.  It  is.  the 
reat^st  book  ever  published,  and  there’s  millions  (of  fun)  in  it. 
No.  20.  HOW  TO  ENTERTAIN  AN  EVENING  PARTY.— A 
very  valuable  little  book  just  published.  A  complete  compendium 
<of  games,  sports,  card  diversions,  comic  recitations,  etc.,  suitable 
for  parlor  or  drawing-room  entertainment.  It  contains  more  for  the 
monev  than  anv  book  published. 

No.  35.  HOW  TO  PLAY  GAMES. — A  complete  and  useful  little 
book,  containing  the  rules  and  regulations  of  billiards,  bagatelle, 
baekgammon.  oroouet.  dominoes,  etc. 

No.  36.  HOW  TO  SOLVE  CONUNDRUMS. — Containing  all 
the  leading  conundrums  of  the  day,  amusing  riddles,  curious  catches 
and  wittv  savings. 

No.  52.  HOW  TO  PLAY  CARDS. — A  complete  and  handy  little 
took,  giving  the  rules  and  full  directions  for  playing  Euchre,  Crib- 
bage.  Casino,  Forty-Five,  Itounce,  Pedro  Saneho,  Draw  Poker, 
Auction  Pitch.  All  Fours,  and  many  other  popular  games  of  cards. 

No.  66.  HOW  TO  DO  PUZZLES. — Containing  over  three  hun¬ 
dred  interesting  puzzles  and  conundrums,  with  key  to  same.  A 
complete  book.  Fully  illustrated.  By  A.  Anderson. 

ETIQUETTE, 

No  13.  HOW  TO  DO  IT;  Oil’  BOOK  OF  ETIQUETTE. — It 
Is  a  grf-at  life  secret,  and  one  that  every  young  man  desires  to  know 
a  !  about.  There’s  happiness  in  it. 

No  33  HOW  TO  BEHAVE. — Containing  the  rules  and  etiquette 
✓  f* good  society  and  the  easiest  and  most  approved  methods  of  ap- 
-^aring  to  good  advantage  at  parties,  balls,  the  theatre,  church,  and 
.a  the  drawing-room. 

DECLAMATION. 

No  27  HOW  TO  RECfl'E  AND  BOOK  OF  RECITATIONS. 
•Containing  the  most  popular  selections  in  use,  comprising  Dutch 
'  French  dialect,  Yankee  and  Irish  dialect  pieces,  together 
r  any  standard  readings. 

PRICE  10  CENTS 

A <1(1  resH  FRANK  TOUSEY, 
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No.  31.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SPEAKER— Containing  too* 
teen  illustrations,  giving  the  different  positions  requisite  to  becouu 
a  good  speaker,  reader  aud  elocutionist.  Also  containing  gems  from 
all  the  popular  authors  of  prose  and  poetry,  arranged  in  the  most 
simple  and  concise  manner  possible. 

No.  49.  1IOW  TO  DEBATE. — Giving  rules  for  conducting  de¬ 
bates,  outlines  for  debates,  questions  for  discussion,  and  the  best 
sources  for  procuring  information  on  the  questions  given. 

SOCIETY. 

No.  3.  HOW  TO  FLIRT. — The  arts  andiisviles  of  flirtation  art 
fully  explained  by  this  little  book.  Besides  the  various  methods  of 
handkerchief,  fan.  glove,  parasol,  window  and  hat  flirtation,  it  con¬ 
tains  a  full  list  of  the  language  and  sentiment  of  flowers,  which  is 
interesting  to  everybody,  both  old  and  young.  You  cannot  be  happy 
without  one. 

No.  4.  HOW  TO  DANCE  is  the  title  of  a  new  and  handsom* 
little  book  just  issued  by  Frank  Tousey.  It  contains  full  instruc¬ 
tions  in  the  art  of  dancing,  etiquette  in  the  ball-room  and  at  parties, 
how  to  dress,  and  full  directions  for  calling  off  in  all  popular  square 
dances. 

No.  5.  HOW  TO  MAKE  LOVE. — A  complete  guide  to  love, 
courtship  and  marriage,  giving  sensible  advice,  rules  and  etiquette 
to  be  observed,  with  many  curious  and  interesting  things  not  gen¬ 
erally  known. 

No.  17.  HOW  TO  DRESS. — Containing  full  instruction  in  the 
art  of  dressing  and  appearing  well  at  home  and  abroad,  giving  the 
selections  of  colors,  material,  and  how  to  have  them  made  up. 

No.  18.  HOW  TO  BECOME  BEAUTIFUL.— One  of  the 
brightest  and  most  valuable  little  books  ever  given  to  the  world 
Everybody  wishes  to  know  how  to  become  beautiful,  both  male  and 
female.  The  secret  is  simple,  and  almost  costless.  Read  this  book 
and  be  convinced  how  to  become  beautiful. 

BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS. 

No.  7.  HOW  TO  KEEP  BIRDS. — Handsomely  illustrated  and 
containing  full  instructions  for  the  management  and  training  of  th* 
canary,  mockingbird,  bobolink,  blackbird,  paroquet,  parrot,  etc. 

No.  39.  HOW  TO  RAISE  DOGS,  POULTRY.  PIGEONS  AND 
RABBITS.— A  useful  and  instructive  book.  Handsomely  illus¬ 
trated.  By  Ira  Drofraw. 

No.  40.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  SET  TRAPS.— Including  hint# 
on  how  to  catch  moles,  weasels,  otter,  rats,  squirrels  and  birds, 
Also  how  to  cure  skins.  Copiously  illustrated.  By  J.  Harrington 
Keene 

No.’  50.  HOW  TO  STUFF  BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS.— A 
valuable  book,  giving  instructions  in  collecting,  preparing,  mounting 
and  preserving  birds,  animals  and  insects. 

No.  54.  HOW  TO  KEEP  AND  MANAGE  PETS.— Giving  com¬ 
plete  information  as  to  the  manner  and  method  of  raising,  keeping, 
taming,  breeding,  and  managing  all  kinds  of  pets ;  also  giving  full 
instructions  for  making  cages,  etc.  Fully  explained  by  tw7enty -eight 
illustrations,  making  it  the  most  complete  book  of  the  kind  ever 
published. 

MISCELLANEOUS 

No.  8.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SCIENTIST.— A  useful  and  in¬ 
structive  book,  giving  a  complete  treatise  on  chemistry ;  also  ex 
periments  in  acoustics,  mechanics,  mathematics,  chemistry,  and  di¬ 
rections  for  making  firewrorks,  colored  fires,  and  gas  balloons.  Thi#’ 
book  cannot  be  equaled. 

No.  14.  HOW  TO  MAKE  CANDY. — A  complete  hand-book  fo* 
making  all  kinds  of  candv,  ice-cream,  syrups,  essences,  etc.,  etc. 

No.  S4.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  AUTHOR.— Containing  full 
information  regarding  choice  of  subjects,  the  use  of  words  aud  the 
manner  of  preparing  and  submitting  manuscript.  Also  containing 
valuable  information  as  to  the  neatness,  legibility  and  general  com¬ 
position  of  manuscript,  essential  to  a  successful  author.  By  Prince 
Ililand. 

No.  38.  HOW  TO  BECOME  YOUR  OWN  DOCTOR.— A  won¬ 
derful  book,  containing  useful  and  practical  information  in  thi 
treatment  of  ordinary  diseases  and  ailments  common  to  every 
family.  Abounding  in  useful  and  effective  recipes  for  general  com¬ 
plaints. 

No.  55.  TIOW  TO  COLLECT  STAMPS  AND  COINS.— Con¬ 
taining  valuable  information  regarding  the  collecting  and  arranging 
of  stamps  and  coins.  Handsomely  illustrated. 

No.  58.  HOW  TO  BE  A  DETECTIVE. — By  Old  King  Brady, 
the  world-known  detective.  In  which  he  lays  down  some  valuabli 
and  sensible  rules  for  beginners,  and  also  relates  some  adventurer 
and  experiences  of  well-known  detectives. 

No.  60.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  PHOTOGRAPHER.— Contain¬ 
ing  useful  information  regarding  the  Camera  and  how  to  work  it 
also  how  to  make  Photographic  Magic  Lnntern  Slides  and  othe* 
Transparencies.  Handsomely  illustrated.  By  Captain  W.  De  W 

A  NoY  62.  TIOW  TO  BECOME  A  WEST  POINT  MILITARY 
CADET. — Containing  full  explanations  how  to  gain  admittance 
course  of  Study,  Examinations.  Duties,  Staff  of  Officers,  Post 
Guard,  Police  Regulations,  Eire  Department,  and  all  a  boy  should 
know  to  he  a  Cadet.  Compiled  and  written  by  Lu  Senarens,  author 
of  “IIow  to  Become  a  Naval  Cadet.” 

No.  63.  IIOW  TO  BECOME  A  NAVAL  CADET.— Complete  in 
structions  of  how  to  gain  admission  to  the  Annapolis  Navai 
Academy.  Also  containing  the  course  of  instruction,  description 
of  grounds  and  buildings,  historical  sketch,  and  everything  a  boj 
should  know  to  become  an  officer  in  the  United  States  Navy.  Com 
piled  and  written  by  Lu  Senarens,  author  of  “How  to  Become  <r 
YVest  Point  Military  Cadet.” 

OR  3  FOR  25  CENTS. 
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SECRET  SERVICE 

OLD  AND  YOUNG  KING  BRADY,  DETECTIVES. 

PRICE  5  CTS.  32  PAGES.  COLORED  COVERS.  ISSUED  WEEKLY 

LATEST  ISSUES: 


234  The  Bradys  and  Wells-Fargo  Case  ;  or,  The  Mystery  of  the  Mon¬ 
tana  Mail. 

23.5  The  Bradys  and  “Bowery  Bill”  ;  or,  The  Crooks  of  Coon  Alley. 

236  The  Bradys  at  Bushel  Bend;  or,  Smoking  Out  the  Chinese  Smug- 

23,7  The  Bradys  and  the  Messenger  Boy  ;  or,  The  A.  D.  T.  Mystery. 

238  The  Bradys  and  the  Wire  Gang ;  or,  The  Great  ltace-Track 

Swindle. 

239  The  Bradys  Among  the  Mormons  ;  or,  Secret  Work  in  Salt  Lake 

City. 

240  The  Bradys  and  “Fancy  Frank”  ;  or,  The  Velvet  Gang  of  Flood 

Bar.  ,  _ 

241  The  Bradys  at  Battle  Cliff;  or,  Chased  Up  the  Grand  Canyon. 

242  The  Bradys  and  "Mustang  Mike”  ;  or,  The  Man  With  the  Branded 

Hand. 

243  The  Bradys  at  Gold  Hill  ;  or,  The  Mystery  of  the  Man  from 

Montana.  „  ri, 

244  The  Bradys  and  Pilgrim  Pete;  or,  The  Tough  Sports  of  Terror 

Gulch. 

245  The  Bradys  and  the  Black  Eagle  Express ;  or,  The  Fate  of  the 

Frisco  Flyer. 

240  The  Bradvs  and  Hi-Lo-Jak :  or,  Dark  Deeds  in  Chinatown. 

217  The  Bradys  and  the  Texas  Rangers  ;  or,  Rounding  up  the  Green 
Goods  Fakirs. 

248  The  Bradys  and  “Simple  Sue”  ;  or,  The  Keno  Queen  of  Sawdust 

City. 

249  The  Bradys  and  the  Wall  Street  Wizard;  or,  the  Cash  That  Did 

Not  Come.  ,  . 

250  The  Bradys  and  Cigarette  Charlie;  or,  the  Smoothest  Crook  in 

the  World. 

251  The  Bradys  at  Bandit  Gulch  ;  or,  From  Wall  Street  to  the  Far 

West. 

252  The  Bradys  in  the  Foot-Hills  ;  or,  The  Blue  Band  of  Hard  Luck 

Gulch. 

253  The  Bradys  and  Brady  the  Banker ;  or,  The  Secret  of  the  Old 

Santa  Fe  Trail. 

254  The  Bradys'  Graveyard  Clue  ;  or,  Dealings  With  Doctor  Death. 

255  The  Bradys  and  “Lonely  Luke”  ;  or,  The  Hard  Gang  of  Hard¬ 

scrabble. 

256  The  Bradys  and  Tombstone  Tom  :  or,  A  Hurry  Call  from  Arizona. 

257  The  Bradys’  Backwoods  Trail  ;  or,  Landing  the  Log  Rollers 

Gang. 

25S  The  Bradys  and  “Joe  Jinger”  ;  or,  The  Clew  in  the  Convict  Camp. 

259  The  Bradys  at  Madman's  Roost ;  or,  A  Clew  from  the  Golden 

Gate. 

260  The  Bradys  and  the  Border  Band ;  or,  Six  Weeks’  Work  Along 

the  Line. 

261  The  Bradys  in  Sample  City  ;  or.  The  Gang  of  the  Silver  Seven. 

262  The  Bradys’  Mott  Street  Mystery ;  or,  The  Case  of  Mrs.  Ching 

Chow. 

263  The  Bradys’  Black  Butte  Raid;  or,  Trailing  the  Idaho  “Terror.” 

264  The  Bradys  and  Jockey  Joe  ;  or.  Crooked  Work  at  the  Racetrack. 

265  The  Bradys  at  Kicking  Horse  Canyon  ;  or,  Working  for  the  Can¬ 

adian  Pacific. 

266  The  Bradys  and  “Black  Jack”  ;  or,  Tracking  the  Negro  Crooks. 

267  The  Bradys’  Wild  West  Clew;  or,  Knocking  About  Nevada. 

268  The  Bradys’  Dash  to  Deadwood ;  or,  A  Mystery  of  the  Black 

Hills. 

269  The  Bradys  and  “Humpy  Hank”  ;  or.  The  Silver  Gang  of  Shasta. 

270  The  Bradys  and  Dr.  Dockery  :  or.  The  Secret  Band  of  Seven. 

271  The  Bradys’  Western  Raid;  or,  Trailing  A  “Bad”  Man  to  Texas. 

272  The  Bradys  at  Fort  Yuma ;  or,  The  Mix-up  with  the  “King  of 

Mexico.” 

273  The  Bradys  and  the  Bond  King ;  or,  Working  on  a  Wall  Street 

Case. 


274  The  Bradys  and  Fakir  Fred;  or,  The  Mystery  of  Fhe  County 

Fair. 

275  The  Bradys'  California  Call  ;  or,  Hot  Work  in  Hangtowu. 

276  The  Bradys'  Million  Dollar  Camp;  or,  Rough  Times  in  Rattle¬ 

snake  Canyon. 

277  The  Bradys  and  the  Black  Hounds  ;  or,  The  Mystery  of  the  Midas 

Mine. 

278  The  Bradys  Up  Bad  River  ;  or.  After  the  Worst  Man  of  All. 

279  The  Bradys  and  "Uncle  Hiram”  ;  or,  Hot  Work  with  a  Hayseed 

Crook. 

280  The  Bradys  and  Kid  King  ;  or,  Tracking  the  Arizona  Terror. 

281  The  Bradys’  Chicago  Clew  ;  or,  Exposing  the  Board  of  Trade 

Crooks. 

282  The  Bradys  and  Silver  King ;  or,  After  the  Man  of  Mystery. 

283  The  Bradys’  Hard  Struggle ;  or,  The  Search  for  the  Missing 

Fingers. 

284  The  Bradys  in  Sunflower  City ;  or.  After  “Bad”  Man  Brown. 

285  The  Bradys  and  “Wild  Bill”  ;  or.  The  Sharp  Gang  of  Sundown. 

286  The  Bradys  in  the  Saddle;  or.  Chasing  “Broncho  Bill." 

287  The  Bradys  and  the  Mock  Millionaire ;  or.  The  Trail  which  Led 

to  Tuxedo. 

288  The  Bradys'  Wall  Street  Trail ;  or.  The  Matter  of  X-Y-Z. 

289  The  Bradys  and  the  Bandits'  Gold ;  or,  Secret  Work  in  the 

Southwest. 

290  The  Bradys  and  Captain  Thunderbolt ;  or,  Daring  Work  in  Death 

Valley. 

291  The  Bradys’  Trip  to  Chinatown;  or,  Trailing  an  Opium  FP  •' 

292  The  Bradys  and  Diamond  Dan;  or,  The  Mystery  of  the  John 

Street  Je w 0 1  s 

293  The  Bradys  on  Badman's  Island ;  or,  Trapping  the  Texas  “Ter¬ 

ror.” 

294  The  Bradys  and  the  Hop  Hitters  ;  or,  Among  the  Opium  Fiends 

of  “Frisco. 

29  5  The  Bradys  and  “Boston  Ben;”  or.  Tracking  a  Trickster  to  Tennessee. 

29  6  The  Bradys*  Latest  “Bad”  Man;  or,  The  Case  of  Idaho  Ike. 

29  7  The  Bradys  and  the  Wall  Street  “Wonder”;  or,  The  Keen  Detectives 
Quick  Case. 

29  8  The  Bradys’  Call  to  Kansas;  or,  The  Matter  of  Marshal  Mundy. 

29  9  The  Bradys  and  Old  Bill  Battle;  or,  After  the  Colorado  Coiners.  /.**’ 

30  0  The  Bradys  and  the  Man  from  Wall  Street;  or,  The  Strange  Disa^ 

ance  of  Capt.  Carew.  /V  Y 

30  1  The  Bradys  and  Big  Bart  Brown;  or.  Trapping  the  “Terror  of  Toddle^' 

30  2  The  Bradys  and  the  ’Frisco  Fakirs;  or,  The  Boy  who  was  Lost  in 
Chinatown. 

30  3  The  Bradys  and  ‘Klondike  Kate’;  or.  The  Hurry  Call  from  Dawson. 

304  The  Bradys  and  “Pullman  Pete”;  or.  The  Mystery  of  the  Chicago 
Special. 

3  0  51  The  Bradys  and  the  Wall  Street  Prince;  or.  The  Boy  who  Broke  the 
Brokers. 

30  6  The  Bradys  and  the  Belle  of  Bolton;  or.  The  Search  for  the  Lost  Frisco 
Liner. 

30  7  The  Bradys  and  the  Bingo  Boys;  or,  The  Trail  that  Led  to  Hanetown. 

30  8  'I’he  Bradys  and  the  Brokers’  Club;  or.  Solving  a  Wall  Street  Mystery. 
309  The  Bradvs  and  “Bad  Buzzard”;  or,  The  Fight  for  the  Five  Forks  Mine 
3  1  0  The  Bradys  and  t  he  Chinese  Prince;  or.  The  Latest  Mott  Street  Mys  ery 
311  The  Bradys  and  the  Man  From  Tombstone;  or.  After  the  King  of 
^LT*1  zon  n 

3  1  2  The  Bradys  and  Hop  Toy;  or,  Working  for  the  Mayor  of  Chinatown. 

3  1  3  The  Bradys  and  the  Copper  King;  or.  The  Mystery  of  the  Montague 
Mine.  <T1 

3  I  4  The  Bradys  and  “Bullion  Bill”;  or,  The  Mystery  of  Mill  No.  1  3 
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